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The Long Winded Song Title 


Author's Notes: 
Recently, a friend of mine confessed to me (while under the influence of quite a lot of alcohol) that she's got a 


thing for an ex of another friend. Shame on me for coming up with this in response. 


Axl is thoroughly enjoying being alone in the house for the first time in several months. He has no idea where 
the others are and he truly doesn't give a fuck. 


For the last couple of weeks, Izzy's been acting like he's on HRT, Slash and Steven have been stuck in constant 
drunk giggle mode and Duff has been loudly whining about his total exhaustion from working practically round 
the clock. 


Its not like Axl cares about any of this. All right, so he's approached Izzy and asked if he's on his period, he's 
punched Steven, slapped Slash and threatened to rip Duff's tongue out but then, who wouldn't? 


He stretches out on the ratty recliner and sighs blissfully. It is so good to hear the actual sound of silence, he 
decides. 


Not that he doesn't like the company of his friends. It's just that sometimes, he wishes he could push a mute 
button when they're all together. Or maybe put them all in suspended animation for a week or six. He sighs 
again and buries himself deeper in the cushioning of his seat. 

Things go to shit when Izzy wanders in. He plonks himself down on the couch, wiggles around, gets up, sits on 
the window sill, frowns, stands, walks a complete circuit of the living room, sits back down on the couch, 
bounces a little and then gets up to start wandering about again before Axl finally loses it, yells in frustration 
and asks him if he needs Ritalin. 

"Erm, no. Sorry," Izzy replies and settles back down on the couch. He starts twiddling his fingers, then leans 
forward as if he's about to ask Axl a question, checks himself, repeats the process twice more before 


shrugging, chewing on his lip and starting all over again. 


"What. TheFuckls.WrongWith.You?" Axl enunciates slowly through clenched teeth, hands curled into fists as he 
barely suppresses the urge to punch Izzy's head clean off his shoulders and straight through the window. 


Axl is perturbed. He hasn't seen Izzy have this much trouble getting words out since the time Steven had 


asked him if his name was short for lzzward. 


"You either tell me what's been going on in that fucking brain of yours for the last month or so right now, or 


| swear, I'll kick you right into the middle of next week, Stradlin," he warns and Izzy gulps. 
"Ok, ok," he says soothingly and squares his shoulders. "You know Duff?" he asks. 


"The Duff that lives here and plays bass in our band?" Axl enquires sarcastically as Izzy nods. "Yeah, l'm 


familiar with him," he ends and waits for whatever is coming next. 
"He's a good guy, don't ya think?" Izzy continues. 
Axl takes a deep breath before replying. 


"Yes. Yes he is. Have you accidentally killed him or something? And decided to break the news to me by being 
as annoying as humanly possible in the hope that I'll be distracted?" 


Izzy snorts derisively. 
"No. | haven't killed him. Although if he was dead, things would be much easier," he answers thoughtfully. 


Great. So Izzy wants Duff dead. How the fuck is Axl going to manage this one? 


‘Izzy, | forbid you to kill Duff. No matter how much easier it would make things on you. Whatever those things 
might be. You are not to murder him. Got that?" he states emphatically as he sinks back into the recliner and 


resumes the business of falling asleep. 
"He's kinda hot, isn't he?" Izzy says softly and Axl stops breathing. Just for a loaded moment. 


"Duff has a temperature?" he asks guardedly, knowing in his heart that Izzy isn't trying to tell him their 


bassist is unwell. 


"No. He's hot. As in ‘I like him' hot," Izzy murmurs, hunched over like he's waiting for his lifelong friend to 
start whaling on him with a length of two-by-four. 


‘Izzy, forgive me for having a dick and not being a hormonal teenage girl, but is this your way of telling me 


that you have a thing for Duff?" comes Axl's reply. 
"Yeah, | guess so," Izzy says with a sharp exhalation of breath. 
Well, crap. And shit. And crapshit. 


Axl mentally debates leaving the planet versus having this conversation. But it doesn't look like NASA's going to 
be kicking their front door in to cheerfully announce that he's been selected for their next moon mission any 


time soon, so awkward conversation it will have to be. 


"Since when?" he asks, hoping against hope that Izzy will break into a grin and loudly yell ‘April Fool! even 
though it's August. 


"Dunno really," Izzy shrugs. "Since always, | suppose," he says rather forlornly. "Do you think | should tell him?" 


"NO!" Axl shouts, leaping out of his seat and pacing about, gesticulating wildly with his hands. "Absolutely not! 
The band will go to shit! I'll end up fronting some God awful glam metal act called ‘FoXXy Fanny’ or some crap 
like that, Slash will have to join Poison, Steven will have to go into a home for the bewildered, you'll get stabbed 
to death in a bar fight and Duff will join a cult! SO DO NOT TELL HM! Not now, not in five years, not ever!" he 


wails frantically. 
lzzy stares at him in total astonishment. 


"Quite the picture you just painted there, Ax! Thank you for being your usual hysterical self and not being 
helpful in any fucking way!" he sneers bitterly and rubs his hands over his face. 


"Well, I'm sorry, lz | may have just described a worst case scenario, but | really don't think it's in anyone's 
best interest for you to walk up to Duff and casually mention that you think he's hot!" Axl spits and then he 
pauses, a thoughtful look crossing his features. "Maybe you should try writing a song about it? Get your 
feelings out that way instead?" 


Izzy stares again. 

"Yes, of course!" he cries. "Why the fuck didn't | think of that?" and in his best radio DJ impersonation he 
announces, "This week's top spot on the Billboard Hot 100 goes to Guns r Roses and their single ‘Izzy likes Duff 
but can't tell him in case the band goes down the shitter’ from their debut album ‘Don't you think our Bassist 
is Hot?!" and he flaps his hands disgustedly. 


"IFs a bit long winded for a song title, and to be totally honest, | don't think the album will sell well either," Axl 


critiques as he chews on his lip and then bursts into laughter in spite of himself. 
Izzy cracks a grin 


"| guess," he replies dolefully and sighs. "So, since telling him is out of the question, any ideas on what | should 
do next?" he asks hopefully. 


Axl shakes his head. 


"None. But | could really use a drink right now so how about we hit a bar and see if we can find ourselves a 


couple of generous strippers?" he suggests. 

This is the best idea Izzy's heard all week and he readily agrees. 

With a lingering feeling of awkwardness, they leave the house. 

As soon as the door closes, Steven crawls out from the cupboard under the stairs. He has no idea how he 
came to be in there in the first place but what a conversation he's been party to! The walls in the house 
really are paper thin and he has decided there is no way he's going to wind up living in a home for the 
bewildered. How dare Axl even suggest such a thing? Why can't he join a cult like Duff? And he rather liked 
the song title, long winded as it was. 


So Izzy likes Duff. Well, it looks like someone needs to play Cupid. 


And that someone should not be Axl. Steven is sure that if he had access to a dictionary and knew how to 
spell the word ‘histrionic’, the definition would be Axl. 


He rubs his hands together and smiles gleefully. It's all up to him now. 


What could possibly go wrong? 


Axl's Priapism Remedy 


Author's Notes: 
Many thanks to all of you who are reading this! 


Duff likes Steven. He really does. But he has no idea how the guy has managed to reach the ripe old age of 


twenty without suffering serious injury. Either self inflicted or at the hands of someone else. 
Take now for example. 


Steven has just rocked up at Duff's place of work, half drunk and grinning like a mad man, waving about a 


bottle of bourbon and insisting that Duff take a smoke break because they need to, like, ‘talk’, apparently. 


Duff complies, mainly because his boss threatens to castrate him if he doesn't make Steven fuck off 


immediately. 


In the alley behind the restaurant, standing next to a dumpster which, quite frankly, smells better than the 
drummer, Duff sparks up and looks questioningly at his friend. 


"So Stevie, what brings you here?" he asks, one eye on his watch, the other on his irate boss who has insisted 
on standing at the exit door to make sure Duff doesn't do a runner half an hour before the lunch rush is due 
to start. 

"| love you, man!" Steven declares, staring earnestly at him. "I really do!" 

Duff sighs loudly, running the fingers of his right hand through his hair. 

"Not that | don't appreciate you traipsing halfway across the city to tell me this," he says, "but couldn't it 
have waited til | got home? Now my asshole boss is pissed at me and l'm probably gonna have to clean the 


men's room to make it up to him!" 


"You're also clueless," Steven tells him before swallowing some bourbon and grabbing Duff's half smoked 


cigarette. 
"| couldn't agree more, Popcorn," Duff answers and makes to go back inside. 
lm not finished!" Steven yells and Asshole Boss glares in their direction 


"Yes, you are," Duff intones sharply and walks off, silently fuming. When he gets home, he's going to drown 
Steven in the bath. This will serve to both kill the fucker and make him smell better. 


Its almost eight by the time he clocks out and he's seriously pissed. Asshole Boss, or Doug as he's better 
known to his parents, had not just made him clean the men's room after lunch, he'd also thought it would be 
fun to make Duff work the early evening dinner shift, otherwise known in food circles as ‘the- stomach-lining- 


prior-to-getting-pissed-onslaught. 


Pulling up outside their ramshackle abode, Duff takes several deep breaths, climbs out of the truck and stalks 
up the path. Putting his shoulder to the front door, he shoves it open and storms in. 


"Where's Adler?" he seethes. "| need to give him severe brain damage!" 
"Think he's already got that!" Slash chuckles as Duff flops down exhaustedly between him and Izzy, who 
promptly gets up and relocates to the recliner because having his thigh in such close proximity to Duff's 


might just make his brain melt. 


Duff gives him an odd look, sniffs at his armpit in case he smells offensive, shrugs and then tells them about 
his shit day and Steven's impromptu visit. 


Slash offers him a beer and he gratefully accepts it. 
"So, where is he?" he asks. 


"Came stumbling in just after three and face planted in the kitchen," Slash tells him, "so we put him to bed to 


sleep it off. Haven't heard from him since." 


Axl joins them from his shower and perches on the recliner next to Izzy who is apparently fascinated by the 


pattern on the carpet. The no longer visible to the human eye pattern 
Duff regards them both curiously. Usually, they all squeeze onto the sofa together. Even lay on each other. So 
what's with Axl and Izzy suddenly shirking his and Slash's company? Ok, Slash smells a little ripe but he always 


does. It's never bothered any of them before. 


"Izzy," he says cheerfully, "come sit next to me. Your bony shoulder is a great head resting place!" and he pats 
the sofa cushion invitingly. 


"NO! No. l.. l.. can't," Izzy stutters, shifting about uncomfortably. "I've got... sunburn! Yeah, bad sunburn! On my 


back. So | can't sit next to anyone cos it hurts!" 
Slash stares at him. 
"Er, Iz?" he says, sounding confused. "You've been in the house all day. How did you get sunburn?" 


"Fuck off Slash!" Izzy spits, glancing around wildly and trying to come up with a plausible explanation for getting 


sunburned while indoors. "Shut your idiot face! | was in the garden for, like, a whole hour before you dragged 
yourself outta your stink ass bed this morning!" 


Slash is still puzzled. Hadn't it rained this morning? And what the fuck was Izzy doing outside shirtless in it? 
Also, their ‘garden’ is more of a small jungle type thing with rats and feral cats and possibly a homeless 
person they've taken to calling ‘Dan’ living in it. No one in their sane mind would voluntarily wander about out 


there. 
‘I've got some cream in my room," Duff interjects, "I'll go get it and rub it into you if you want?" 


Izzy makes a weird, high pitched strangled sound and hunches forward to hide his suddenly bulging crotch as 
his face turns an odd shade of purple. Dear God, Duff is offering to rub cream into his back! Oh, the images in 
his mind right now! His hard on is never going to go away. He's going to end up in the ER. with a fucking 
priapism before the night is out. 


Axl, being the shit that he is, knows exactly what's wrong with Izzy. He briefly considers letting the fucker 
suffer a little more before he takes pity on him, leans down and whispers into his ear, "Steven's naked ass and 


hairy, sweaty chest!" 


It works. Izzy can breathe again. The ER. trip is off the cards. He throws Axl a grateful look, sits up and clears 
his throat. 


"That's very kind of you Duff, but its ok. I'll be fine by tomorrow," he tells him reassuringly and then drains 
half a bottle of gin in one go. 


Duff shrugs and raises his eyebrows at a perplexed Slash. Who decides to split a very large spliff with his 
friend. He's not going to offer it to Izzy. The guy needs more than weed, he thinks. Perhaps a psychiatric 


referral would be more in line. 


Around one, Duff decides he needs to go to bed and sways his way up the unlit stairs to his room. This room 

is really just a tad bigger than a broom closet and barely accommodates his six foot, three inch frame, either 
while he's standing up or lying down. Still, it's got an actual bed and a functioning window. He supposes he should 
be grateful. 


He opens the door and flicks the light switch. Nothing. 


"Note to self," he thinks. "When next sober, go shoplifting for new light bulbs," and then laughs at his own 
hilarity. He strips off his clothes, letting them lay where they fall. 


Closing the door, he ventures a couple of inches further into the room, hands out in front of him til his shins 
hit the bed frame. He throws himself onto the mattress, groaning softly in pleasure and pulling the thin sheet 
over his body, looking forward to both a night's sleep and a day off tomorrow. 


"Hey, Duff!" comes a disembodied voice from the darkness and he scrambles upright, heart hammering in his 


chest, bowels threatening to evacuate themselves in terror. 
"What the fuck?" he manages to gasp out and then a light comes on just under the window, revealing Steven. 
Complete with torch. Smiling happily and looking like it's the most natural thing in the world to sit in a person's 


bedroom in complete darkness before proceeding to scare the crap out of said person 


"Been waiting for youl" he tells Duff, who is still trying to get his breathing under control. And his bowels to 


stay closed. 
"You stupid fucker!" Duff spits shakily. "You almost gave me a heart attack!" 


"Sorry!" Steven whispers, even though he sounds anything but. He knee shuffles his way to the bed and then 
climbs on to it, sitting next to Duff with the torch held under his chin. 


He looks like a slightly manic, out of season Jack- 0'-Lantern, Duff decides. 
"We didn't get to finish our conversation earlier," Steven says, matter of factly. 


"We may not get to finish it now either because l'm going to strangle you," Duff snarls, regaining some of his 


composure. 

Steven giggles. 

"No, you're not. You'd never hurt me, Duffy!" he says with certainty. 

Duff wishes this wasn't true and then lies back down. 

"Unless you're about to tell me we're getting offered a million bucks each to sign with a label first thing in the 
morning, l'm not interested in anything you have to say right now, Stevie," he groans with a yawn and then 


turns away from his friend. Who pokes him insistently in the back til he turns around again. 


"For fuck's sake, just spit it out!" he pleads. "Just say whatever it is you have to say and then fuck off and let 


me sleep, you dick!" 

"OK!" says Steven. "Like | said, you're clueless. Actually, you both are. And it's not like the other two are going 
to be of any help! All I want is for you to be happy, Duff. Thats all. So trust me on this. You just go to sleep 
and let me fix everything! Don't worry about any of it!" he ends brightly and then he climbs off the bed and 
saunters out of the room, closing the door behind him while humming softly. 


Duff stares open mouthed after him in the darkness. 


He was clueless? They both were? And two other people were involved? In what, exactly? 


Maybe he'd just imagined this whole thing. After all, Slash had been plying him with alcohol and other, erm, 
slightly questionable things all night. He wouldn't put it past the bastard to have had some kind of ulterior 
motive. 


But he's too tired to think about it right now. Sighing, he buries his head in his pillow and falls asleep. 


He wakes with a start after a nightmarish dream about an AẸR guy demanding that Steven should have 
Slash's hair. And that Izzy wear a three piece suit. 


First thing tomorrow, he's beating Steven to death with a piece of plywood. 


Quasimodo, Tammy Wynette € Gremlins. 


Author's Notes: 
Erm, l'm sorry? This is turning out way dafter than | thought! 


Duff is in the shower. Izzy is in the kitchen, trying not to think about Duff in the shower. Or Duff anywhere, 
doing anything. Slash is also in the kitchen but he's not really thinking about anything since he's a little drunk 
and trying to arm wrestle the cat. She's having none of it and is being aloof and distant while licking her own 
ass. Sometimes, Slash wishes he was a cat. Being able to lick oneself all over must be awesome, he muses. He 


shares this thought with Izzy who proceeds to look unimpressed. 

They're joined by Axl and Steven who have been on a ‘sweet talk some unsuspecting chicks and steal the 
contents of their purses' mission. A mission that has proved disastrous since Steven is quite possibly the 
worst wingman in the history of wingmen. His decision to target women without purses had been their undoing. 
For this, Axl is loudly berating him. 

"How the fuck was | supposed to know they didn't have money?" he asks indignantly. 

"Because generally speaking, semi naked women who stand on street corners and offer you blowjobs in 
exchange for cash aren't exactly rolling in it, you fucking halfwit! You almost got us arrested! How did you not 
see those two cops?" Axl thunders. 

Steven shrugs. 

"I saw them," he replies. "I just thought maybe they were on their way to a costume party," he adds. 

"You thought they were going to a costume party? With big ass guns? And a fucking patrol car? That had 
‘LAPD: emblazoned on both sides? Along with flashing blue lights and a siren? Oh, dear God!" Axl wails as he 
throws both his hands in the air. 


Slash sniggers loudly. Axl gives him a look that clearly states his days in this world are numbered. He goes 
back to wishing he was a cat. The nine lives thing would be handy too, he decides. 


"Coffee," thinks Axl. "I need coffee. And bourbon. Together in a fucking vat." 


He crosses the floor to the sink and lets the faucet run. He picks up a cup, throws it at Steven, rinses out the 


kettle twice and then fills it. 


From upstairs comes a loud, indignant, injured sounding squawk. 


"Duff's in the shower," Slash tells Axl. "You probably just scalded him half to death!" 


The kitchen door slams open with a tremendous thud. And then Duff is standing there. Dripping wet and 
wearing what has to be the world's smallest towel around his waist. His expression is nothing short of 


murderous. 
Izzy does a remarkable goldfish impersonation before stumbling to the window and pressing his entire face 
against the cool glass in an attempt to both stave off spontaneous combustion and pretend he's got a sudden 


and completely overwhelming desire to commune with the nature of their garden. 


"Which one of you motherfuckers tried to give me third degree burns?" Duff demands before he breaks off 
and stares at Izzy. 


"What the fuck are you doing?" he asks. 
"I thought | saw Dan!" Izzy replies, face still glued to the window. "I think the fucker stole my watch!" 


"But you don't have a watch," Slash tells him. 


Why the fuck does Slash feel it necessary to pick up on the crap that randomly spews from his flustered 


mouth, Izzy wonders. 

"You don't know shit about what | have Slash, so mind your own fucking business!" he spits venomously. 
The cat has stopped licking her nether regions. Slash takes this as his cue to go back to arm wrestling her. 
She blinks lazily at him and then swipes her paw across his cheek, leaving behind four perfect, bloodied 


scratches. 


"Sweet fuck! I've been hideously disfigured!" Slash screams, leaping out of his seat with his palm pressed to his 
cheek as he looks to his friends for help. 


"Yeah, you're a regular Quasimodo!" Duff giggles. "The bells! The bells!" he intones daftly as he hunches over 


and pretends to be Notre Dame's most famous inhabitant. 
"Lon Chaney would be shitting himself if he wasn't dead," Axl says sniffily. 


Steven is terribly confused. Who is this Kwasi person they're talking about? What was his beef with bells? And 


why would a dead person want to soil themselves? 


"Duff, go put some pants on. We don't need any further proof that you're not Jewish," he instructs. "Axl, clean 


Slash up. | think there's bleach somewhere in my room." 


"You are not putting bleach on my face!" Slash exclaims in alarm as Axl starts herding both him and Duff out 


of the kitchen. 
"Relax!" Axl snorts. "No bleach, | promise. Are you up to date on your tetanus shot?" he enquires. 
"Slash isn't up to date on anything!" Duff tells him as they head for the stairs. 


Back in the kitchen, Steven steers Izzy away from the window by the elbow and makes him sit at the table. He 
takes the seat opposite him. It's actually an upturned fruit crate but Steven is not renowned for his pickiness 
when it comes to comfort. As long as his ass is plonked on something, he's happy. 


‘Izzy, you and me need to have a little chat," he says. "Do you know that song, ‘Stand by your Man’? Its not 
by Kwasi Mono, by the way!" he adds with a wink, delighting in his knowledge of this fact. 


Izzy re impersonates a goldfish. He's not a Tammy Wynette fan by any means but fuck it, she doesn't deserve 
to have her talents derided like this! And what in the name of all that's deemed reasonable is Steven on about? 


"You need to reach out!" Steven continues obliviously. "Nothing good comes to those who wait! Believe me, | 
know! Once, | waited for two whole months to see ‘Gremlins’ and when | eventually got to the movie theatre, 
they'd stopped showing it! So, even though it's sometimes hard to be a woman, it's even harder to be a man 


Reach out, Izzy! Do what the song says! You won't regret it. | promise!" 

Izzy has stopped goldfishing and is now simply staring at Steven. Who appears to be telling him that Tammy 
Wynette wants him to reach out, be a man and go see ‘Gremlins’. He has never been so flabbergasted in his 
entire life. He's going to go upstairs and ask Axl to crack his skull open and pour bleach directly onto his brain 
Steven gets up and checks out the fridge. 

"We have no food," he declares. "Gonna make a run to the grocery store. Don't tell Axl, but one of those semi 
naked chicks gave me twenty bucks when he wasn't looking! Adios, amigo!" he yells and two steps his way out 
of the kitchen. 


It takes Izzy a good fifteen minutes to rouse himself from his Steven induced stupor. 


And another fifteen to stop thinking about the fact that Duff definitely isn't Jewish. 


Harry Nilsson, Wisconsin and Seattle Hugs. 


Author's Notes: 
| got sunburned! The sun came out and | actually got burned! But now it's raining and l'm pissed off so | 


decided to post this. 


Duff's had enough. Why does Popcorn think it's perfectly acceptable to do these things to him? Why can't he 
fuck off and do them to Slash? He was the one to befriend him in the first place so why does Duff have to 

put up with it? He's going to track down their guitarist and rip his hair out in fistfuls. Then he's going to build 
a time machine and erase the moment of Slash and Steven meeting and all will be right with the world. Except 


it won't because Steven would probably fuck that up for him too. 

Sighing, Duff runs his fingers through his hair and tries again to ask Steven why he's insisting on repeatedly 
playing Harry Nilsson's ‘Without You' while he sings along and also acts out the lyrics. He looks like a 
constipated camel. A constipated camel with serious mental health issues. And where the fuck are the others? 
Had they already suffered through this and moved to Wisconsin to become sheep farmers like Duff is wishing 
he could? 

"Oh God!" Steven says as the song ends for the fifth time. "Isn't it wonderful? So full of emotion and longing! 
How terrible it must be to lament after someone like that! Doesn't it make you want to appreciate the people 


in your life more? Doesn't it?" he asks. 


"No," Duff replies. "It makes me want to go on a killing spree, starting with you. And maybe Slash because 


you're his fault. And then run away to make a new life in Wisconsin” 
"I think you're missing the point of the song," Steven muses. "I'll rewind it and play it again" 


If you touch that play button, I'll break all your fingers and then hack them off with a chisel,” Duff growls 


menacingly. 
Steven is a little taken back. Duff isn't usually into making violent threats. That's Axl's forte. 
"Ok," he shrugs and then sits next to Duff on the floor, leaning his head against him. 


"Don't you even feel the slightest bit sorry for him? He can't have the love of his life because she's upped 
and left him!" he sighs. 


"Probably because he kept singing that stupid song to her!" Duff states and takes a long swig of his vodka 


Steven giggles and wraps both his arms around Duff's waist. 


‘| can't live, if living is without you!" he warbles camel-like and hugs his friend tightly, squashing the crap out 
of him and making him giggle in return. 


"You're a complete halfwit, Stevie!" Duff says affectionately and hugs him back 


"Are we interrupting something?" comes Axl's bemused voice and the pair look up from their embrace to see 


him standing in the doorway with Slash. 
Izzy's standing slightly behind them, an appalled look on his face. 
Why can't Steven live without Duff? Why are they hugging each other? What's going on? 


"Heyl" Duff yells cheerily, "you guys didn't go to Wisconsin after alll" and he bursts into hysterical giggles as 


Steven starts singing again. 


"No, | can't forget this evening, or your face as you were leaving.. for Wisconsin!" he cackles and both he and 
Duff fall over, holding onto each other for dear life as their friends regard them with something akin to fear. 
Or disbelief, in Izzy's case. 


"C'mon, guys! Get in here! Group hug!" Steven yells. 

Slash shrugs, grabs Axl and throws him into Steven's open arms. Then he follows suit and bear hugs all three 
of them. Steven reaches out and presses the play button on the stereo. Harry Nilsson's dulcet tones fill the 
living room. 

Axl glances up at Izzy from a tangle of arms and gives him an evil grin 


"Get down here Stradlin and hug us!" he demands. 


"Fuck off," Izzy mutters and turns to walk away. He is totally unprepared when Duff's long arm stretches out 
and sweeps him off his feet. 


"Everybody needs a hug now and then, Iz!" the blonde declares as he drags his protesting friend towards him 
and wraps both of his arms around his shoulders, pulling him into a tight, squeezy hug. 


Izzy goes completely stiff. OhSweetFuck! Duff is hugging him. Fucking hugging him! Its warm and comforting 
and all the things Izzy had expected it to be but he's hyper aware of their physical closeness and it's not just 
his upper body that's stiff now. Another part of his anatomy has decided to get in on the act. He's going to be 
betrayed by his own fucking dick, of all things! How is he going to handle this, so to speak? 


He throws a quick, desperate look in Axl's direction to find the fucker grinning back at him like a loon and 
holding onto Slash and Stevie so they can't redirect their hugs. 


Duff is breathing in his ear. This is not helping the situation. He angles his lower body towards the floor and 
slides down so that his legs and half of his stomach are splayed out on the ground, his face pressed into 
Duff's chest, hands gripping onto the guy's shoulders. 

He couldn't look more awkward or insane if he tried 

"Is this how people hug in Indiana?" Duff asks in bemusement. 


"Erm, no," is Izzy's muffled reply. "People from Indiana don't hug a lot. I'm just not used to it.” 


"Well, that's not right!” Duff states with authority. "Stand up! I'm going to give you a full on Seattle hug, 
Stradlin! You won't forget it for the rest of your life!" and with that he hauls himself upright and looks down 


at Izzy, who is now fully splayed out on the floor and sincerely wishing he was dead. 

"You heard the man, Izzy!" Steven yells over Harry Nilsson. "Get up and get hugged!" 

Izzy counts to ten, pictures the time Slash had barfed all over their table at Canter's and then slowly rises. 
"Are you ok?" Duff asks. 

"Yeah, I'm fine. | don't really need a hu.mmMMMRPPHH!" he oofs as Duff grabs him and envelops him in the 
single most all encompassing, spine crushing hug he's ever experienced. Its both wonderful and terrible at the 
same time. But then he realises that since he's not actually getting any oxygen, things can't get too out of 


hand so he gives in and hugs Duff back just as tightly. 


"There!" Duff announces triumphantly as he steps back, pats Izzy on the head and turns away. "Who else 


wants one?" he yells and Steven immediately volunteers. 


This is not on! No one else is getting Duff-hugged, Izzy decides. They are now specifically reserved for him and 
him alone. He steps between Duff and Steven. 


"Enough with the fuckin’ chick stuff!" he shouts. "Let's go do something manly. Like see who can spit the 
furthest. Or how much cooking oil we can drink without puking!" 


"We don't have any cooking oil," Steven tells him. "I threw it all up last week when you gave it to me and 


pretended it was a new Coke flavour." 


Izzy sniggers. Seriously, Steven only has a head to keep his ears apart. And he'd better stop hugging on Duff 


or next time, itll be arsenic flavour. 


Steven watches them all walk out of the living room. Great! He's making head way with Duff and Izzy. Yes, it's 


slow but didn't the tortoise win the race in the end? Or was it the guy in the Ferrari? He can't remember now. 


By this time next week, he'll have them banging each other's brains out or his name isn't Popcorn. 


Which it isn't. 


Thor and the Pretty Pony 


Author's Notes: 
| couldn't let Duff continue to be clueless. So here's the big reveal or maybe just further complications, 


depending on how you look at it! 


Duff's had a shit day at work. The shittiest of all shit days. Asshole Boss Doug's general assholishness had 
reached new levels. He'd spent most of the morning screaming at Duff for reasons unknown and after lunch, 
he'd berated him for taking too long on his smoke break Duff had been mere seconds away from water 
boarding the fucker when The Two Marges had intervened. Kitchen Marge had dragged him away from Doug, 
shoved him into an alcove and force fed him cheesecake while Waitress Marge had petted his hair and begged 
him not to forget her when the band got huge. He'd grinned, promised, tried to tell Kitchen Marge that he 
didn't actually like cheesecake and then they'd sent him home with a bag full of leftovers to feed ‘those lovely 
boys you're friends with: Their words, not his. He would never describe his band mates as lovely. Twisted, 


demented fuckers maybe, but definitely not lovely. 

He gets home to find the house deserted and the cat playing tag with a jungle rat. After chasing both of them 
around for what feels like four days, he finally succeeds in getting them out through a window and then 
decides he needs a shower and fifty odd years of sleep. 

He climbs the stairs and opens the bathroom door, stripping off his clothes and pulling back the shower 
curtain which is partially stuck to the inside of the tub. He tugs a little harder on it, steps over the side and 
that's when he finds Izzy. 


Out of it, grinning Izzy. Sat at one end of the tub, both legs curled underneath him, his head lolling back against 
a rolled up towel, a bottle of something dark nestled against his crotch. 


Duff blinks at him. Izzy continues grinning inanely. 


"Look at the pretty pony!" he whispers, chewing on the fingers of one hand and pointing in a number of 
different directions with the others. 


There is no pretty pony. It wouldn't fit in the tub. Unless he means the moose on the shower curtain. The 
bellowing moose with the speech bubble that says, "MOOO!" so a moose with an identity crisis but a moose 
nonetheless. 


"Izzy?" Duff asks guardedly, "what have you taken?" 


"Nothing," Izzy replies, "don't tell Axl!" and he giggles. 


Izzy never giggles. This is a clear sign that he's lost his mind. And that Duff isn't getting his shower any time 


soon. 


"My legs don't work anymore," Izzy says softly as he stretches his arms out in front of himself and wiggles 
his fingers in wonderment. "I don't think my toes should be that long," he observes. 


Well, this is fuckology of the highest order, Duff decides. He kneels down in front of Izzy so they're face to 


face. 
Izzy looks straight at him and says, "Hello Thor! Where's your hammer?" 


Duff sighs. He's been called a lot of things in his life but never Thor. And they don't have any hammers. Or 
tools of any description for that matter. 


"We need to get you to bed Iz," he states, "and maybe strap you into it." 

He slides his hands under Izzy's arms and manages to pull him into a half standing, half crouching position Then 
he tries to haul him out of the tub. Instead, he trips and lands on his back. Izzy comes crashing down on him 
with an odd, high pitched sound that's something between a giggle and a squeal. Perhaps a squiggle. Or a gueal 


Slightly winded, Duff looks upward. Izzy is lying right on top of him, gazing at him longingly. 


"You're so pretty, Thor," he whispers, stroking Duff's hair gently, "prettier than the pony, but not Duff. No- 
one's prettier than Duff. He's so fucking pretty, it's not fair to the pony!" 


Again with the fuckin’ pony! And... wait! Izzy thinks he's pretty? 
Its at this point that Duff remembers he's naked. Completely naked. Lying on the floor of the bathroom, Izzy 
lying on top him and he's butt-fucking-NAKED! What has he done to piss the gods off this much? When did his 


day go from simple shit to free-flowing raw sewage? 


‘Izzy, you need to get off me. Now," he commands and waits for his friend to move. 


He doesn't. Duff tries to push him off to the side. It turns out that off-his-face Izzy is a dead fuckin weight 
for a guy who barely weighs a hundred pounds soaking wet. 


"Izzy, listen to me," he implores. "I'm naked. You need to move so | can be not-naked. Like, now dude!" 
This seems to please Izzy no end. 
"Naked Thor!" he declares, waving his toe-fingers. "I wish you were Naked Duff! Oh, the things | could do to 


him! Would you like to hear some of them, you sexy, hammerless Norse god who's prettier than my pony but 


not Duff?" he enquires and Duff swallows hard. 


"Er, definitely not, totally brain fried Izzy," he replies. "What I'd like is for you to get the fuck off me and go to 


bed. Or fall out of a window. Or just be anywhere but on me. Please?" 


Izzy giggles and pushes himself up with his hands so that he's sitting on Duff's stomach. Then he rolls 
sideways and lands with his back against the bath tub. He accompanies this with more giggles. 


Duff reaches out and snags a towel to wrap around his waist and defeat nudity. Then he stands up and takes 
Izzy by the elbow, hauling him towards the bedroom. Izzy keeps telling him that he's fine and doesn't need to 
go to bed. Duff keeps hauling him regardless. 

Finally reaching the bedroom, they stumble inside and Duff manages to get Izzy onto one of the mattresses. 
Well, half of Izzy. His legs simply refuse to lift themselves off the floor and Duff can't be arsed to help him 
out. His mind is reeling too much. 

"Hey, Thor?" Izzy whispers, "if you're talking to Duff, don't tell him about this, ok? It would totally freak him 
out. Also, | have a gun and I'll use it to shoot you if you do! See how mighty your stupid hammer is then!" and 
he cackles wildly before face planting on a pillow. 


Thor-Duff just stares at him, nods wordlessly and leaves the room to head for the shower. 


| shouldn't have come home," he mutters to himself on the way. "I should've just stayed at work and water 


boarded Doug. And then water boarded myself" 


In the bedroom, Izzy is braiding the pretty pony's mane while he's surrounded by a rainbow of colours and 
singing the alphabet. 


In the shower, Duff is rinsing baking powder out of his hair and wondering just how the fuck he's going to deal 
with Izzy thinking he's pretty and wanting to do ‘things’ to him. 


Nobody can know about this, he resolves. Nobody. 
And so much for his fifty years of sleep. There's no way he'll do a Rip van Winkle now. 
Sighing, he shuts the shower off and spots Izzy's bottle of something dark 

"Might as well drink it, he tells himself 

What else is he going to do? 


And why is he curious about what Izzy would like to do to him? 


Lasagne, cheesecake and shitty box wine 


Author's Notes: 
Happy Wednesday! | should be in bed. 


They're having breakfast. At four in the afternoon A breakfast that consists of lasagne and cheesecake. 
Accompanied by shitty wine from a box. No one should ever drink wine from a box. Then again, no one should 


have lasagne and cheesecake for breakfast. 


Izzy's in a great mood. So what if he has no recollection of anything that happened after midday yesterday? 
He's slept well, they have actual food and the cat has deposited a very dead, extremely mangled bird on Axl's 
lap. She looks very proud of her offering. Axl looks quite nauseated, 


Slash keeps scratching at his head. He hopes he doesn't have lice again. Last time, it had taken him three weeks 
to get rid of the itchy fuckers. He had not been pleased when Izzy had thrown all of his baseball caps into the 
garden in an attempt to spread the infestation to the rats and Dan. Or when Axl had threatened to burn his 
curls off while holding aloft a bottle of olive oil and a book of matches. 


Steven is animatedly telling them about a wonderful documentary he'd watched last night. Apparently, it had 
featured the story of an unlikely friendship between a large, extremely annoying yellow bird and an odd looking 
elephant type creature. Most of the bird's friends seemed to think that the elephant thing was a figment of 


his imagination. 


"Steven," Slash intones slowly as he claws furiously at his head, "is there any chance you were watching a re- 
run of ‘Sesame Street?" 


Steven pauses. To be fair, he had been under the influence of something very strong last night. He supposes 
‘Sesame Street is quite plausible in this scenario. Particularly now that he remembers the ornery guy in the 
trash can. 

Duff hasn't said anything. To anyone. For quite some time. He keeps glancing surreptitiously at Izzy from behind 
his shades and then slurping shitty box wine. The shades are to combat his hideously bloodshot eyes. He hadn't 
slept last night. He's not sure he'll sleep tonight either. 

"What did you get up to last night, Slash?" Axl asks and Slash gives him a huge grin 


"I got laid!" he announces, looking inordinately pleased with himself. 


Axl sniffs at him. 


"| take it she wasn't nasally discerning then," he winces, wafting his hand in front of his face. 
Slash purses his lips. 


If you must know, she suffered a traumatic tricycle incident when she was three and lost her sense of smell. 


At least, that's what her friend who blew me said," he tells them. 


Axl snorts lasagne out his nose as Izzy and Steven snigger themselves into small seizures. Duff just keeps 


slurping wine and wishing he had some kind of eye drops. 


"What about you, Izzy?" Axl enquires, wiping his nose on the sleeve of Steven's shirt who would be disgusted if 
he actually gave a shit. 


"Honestly, | don't know," Izzy offers with an ‘I really could care less’ shrug. "Don't remember a fuckin' thing 
that happened after midday yesterday! So basically, twenty four hours of oblivion, boys!" and he shovels 


cheesecake into his face. 


"Oh, thank fuck!" Duff interjects. "For lasagne!" he adds hastily as his friends look at him curiously. "How was 
your night, Axl?" he asks, hoping to divert their attention 


"Wrote a whole bunch of lyrics!" Axl crows as he gets up to retrieve his tattered notebook and share his 
genius with them. 


They spend the next half hour poring over Axl's scribing, suggesting changes here and there. Axl is not at all 
happy with some of their criticisms. Like Steven saying that he could replace verse three with an Animal- 
esque type drum solo or Izzy deciding that the opening lines, "When you're talkin’ to yourself and nobody's 


home," are basically a declaration of Axl's existence. 


"So Duff," Axl says as he glares daggers at Izzy and Steven and grabs the notebook from Slash, "you didn't get 


a chance to tell us how your night was.” 
"Eeep!" Duff replies intelligently and pales slightly. 


Axl is startled What the fuck does ‘eeep' mean? And why does Duff look like he's just been accused of crimes 
against humanity? 


"You 'eeeped' last night? Is that a new brand of vodka? Or does it mean something bad happened to you? Oh 
my God! Did you get beat up? Is that why you're wearing shades indoors? Tell us who did it and we'll all go kill 


the fucker!" he snarls and gets up to start organising a murderous rampage. 


"No!" Duff splutters. "Nothing happened. Nothing at all. In fact, | had the single most boring night of my life! | 
saw no one, | spoke to no one, | took a shower and went to bed. On my own. By myself. No other humans or 


animals were present so you can quit with the fuckin’ third degree!" 


He folds his arms across his chest and shifts about uncomfortably as his friends stare at him. 

"Well, ok then," Axl says to him, "so Slash got laid, Izzy killed off several thousand brain cells, Steven watched a 
‘documentary’, | wrote lyrics and you bored yourself to sleep! We're really living the high life, eh?" and he 
chuckles before hacking into his lasagne with a pair of chopsticks. He makes a mental note to steal some 
cutlery next time they scrape enough cash together to eat out. 

Duff relaxes a little. It seems Izzy has no memory of their ‘brief encounter’ yesterday. Maybe he will sleep 
tonight after all. Then Steven opens his mouth and brings Duff's brief spell of happiness to a crashing, 
shuddering halt. 


"Hey, Izzy!" the drummer exclaims, “did you happen to find that pretty pony you were looking for last night? 
The one you said Thor was riding?" 


Izzy's head shoots up. What the fuck is Popcorn prattling on about now? 
Slash giggles. 

"Care to explain, Izzy?" he asks jovially. 

| wish | could!" Izzy answers, "but I've no idea what he's talking about!" 


Duff eeeps again. Axl shoots him a pissed off death glare. He ignores it and contemplates throwing himself off 
the roof. 


"Ah, c'mon Iz!" Steven continues delightedly. "You really don't remember?" 

Izzy shakes his head negatively. 

"You don't remember flipping over the couch to look for a pretty pony or ranting on about having toe-fingers 
and running them through Thor's hair? And | thought | was fucked up last night!" Steven cackles. "Fuck, man! | 
laughed so hard | actually pissed myself!" 

Izzy's stunned. Seriously, how out of it had he been? He looks at his friends. They appear to be as bemused as 
he feels. With the exception of Duff. Who looks like he's had some kind of brain bleed and has forgotten how to 
breathe. 

And then it happens. Izzy's memory is suddenly assaulted by fractured images from last night. Images of 
ponies and rainbows and singing the alphabet. Images of toe-fingers in Thor's hair. NAKED Thor's hair. Images 


of Duff's bewildered, pleading, get-the-fuck-off-me face. 


SWEET, HOLY CRAP ON A STICK FASHIONED FROM ANIMAL INTESTINES AND SMELLING LIKE IT 100. 


Axl glances between Duff and Izzy. What's happening? Why are they staring at each other with such terribly 
appalled, embarrassed expressions? Then it dawns on him. Izzy has fucked up royally and somehow revealed his 
secret to Duff while off his face. 

The band is over. His hysterical prophecies are about to come true. 


"FoXXy Fanny, here | come!" he thinks and slumps down in his seat. 


Slash has no idea what's going on but the tension that has crept into the room in the last few minutes has 


become unbearable. In an effort to break it he offers, "I think | have head lice." 


Axl belts him. 


Fallout, valium and lullabies. 


Author's Notes: 
Happy Sunday, everyone! Home alone, sipping wine, watching the Men's Final at The French Open with it's 


enviable sunshine and thinking of emigrating there. 


Well now. 


What does one do when faced with the reality of one's biggest cock up to date? One runs, that's what one 
does. And why is Izzy's inner voice speaking in clipped British tones? He's fucked if he knows. He's also fucked if 
he sticks around to experience the fallout from his acid-and-weird-alcohol-fuelled trip. 


"So sayonara buddies! l'm a geddin outta here!" yells a new internal voice. It sounds like a drunken cowboy ina 


bad Western. 


Christ! What is with the characters in his head? If he keeps listening to them, he'll never find a good hiding 


place in which to bunker down and slowly fade away. 


He boots it up the stairs as fast as his shaky legs will carry him and then looks around frantically. What the 
hell was he thinking? There's nowhere to hide up here. The airing cupboard is too small and too full of puked on 
or pissed in articles of clothing to accommodate his slight frame and the first place everyone will think to look 
is the room he shares with Axl so that's out too. 


Then it hits him. He'll secrete himself in Duff's room! Logically, it would be the last place they'd think he'd go. 


Yay! His brain is a thing of wonder when he actually uses it. 

He barrels along the hall and slams open Duff's door. Which wasn't closed. This takes him by surprise and he is 
unable to stop propelling himself inside at such speed that he wallops full force and face first into the wall by 
the window at the far side of the room. 

Muffling a pained scream, he drops to his knees and rolls under the bed. 

Good thing he's not claustrophobic. There is barely a millimetre between the tip of his nose and the underside 
of Duff's mattress. Now all he has to do is stay here til he dies. Without making a sound. It's doable, he 
decides. Far more doable than facing Duff. 


Perhaps he should have engaged his brain a little more. It hasn't yet occurred to him that at some stage, Duff 
will surely have to come to bed. 


Downstairs, Axl is arranging for Slash to leave and audition for Poison. This is not something Slash wants to do. 


He's not wearing scarves and flouncing around in high heels. He doesn't care that Axl thinks its his best 
prospect. He'd rather shag the cat. And he also wants an explanation as to why Axl is rooting through the 


phone book to find a good ‘home’ for Stevie but none seems to be forthcoming. 
Exasperated, he turns to Duff. Who looks dead and in the first stages of rigor mortis. 
"Would someone kindly tell what the fuck is happening?" he asks. 

Axl puts the phone book down. 

"The apocalypse," he replies and drops back into his seat with a weary sigh. 

This does not answer Slash's question He's starting to get very annoyed. 

Steven decides to enlighten him. 


"A while back, | was in the cupboard under the stairs," he says informatively, "and Izzy was having a mental 
breakdown of sorts. So basically, Axl is going to front a glam metal act called ‘FoXXy Fanny’, he wants you to 
join Poison, me to go into a home for the bewildered, Duff to join a cult and Izzy to get stabbed in a bar fight. 
Oh! We're also releasing an album about how hot Duff is and a song with a really long winded title but neither 


one is going to sell well." 
If it's possible, Slash is now even more confused. And Duff looks more deceased than he did five minutes ago. 


How could a possible mental breakdown on Izzy's part lead to such fucked-upness? And why on earth would 
they write an album's worth of material about Duff being hot? Not that Slash thinks he is. Sure, the guy 
never has any problem getting pussy but why dedicate an entire album to it? They all get plenty of pussy so 
he's a little pissed about the whole thing. Seriously, unless the cat starts doing the can-can, this evening 


cannot get any more surreal. 


He apologises mentally to the cat for the pussy thing and then demands clarification on Steven's ‘explanation’ 


from Axl who clarifies as only he can. 


"Izzy's a fucker. He has the hots for Duff. | told him not to act on it. So obviously, he does the exact opposite. 
And now the band's fucked, we'll never be able to show our faces outside the house again, so we'll all just have 
to stay here, starve slowly to death, get our faces eaten off by the cat and have to be identified by our 

dental records. And, since none of us have ever visited a dentist in our sorry lives, no one will have a clue who 


we are so we'll end up being buried together in an unmarked grave." 
Slash needs to get high. Like, right now. Otherwise, he'll beat Axl to death with a chopstick 


Duff suddenly stirs from his death stupor and removes his shades, revealing a pair of raw, blood shot, 


zombie-like eyes. His friends shrink back in alarm. 


"You knew about this?" he asks Axl incredulously. "You fucking knew about this and you didn't think to tell me?" 


"Well, what the fuck was | supposed to say?" Axl snarls back. "Something like, "Hi, Duff! How was your day? 
Guess what! Steven's still alive, Slash has head lice, | wrote a new song and in other news, Izzy thinks you're 
hot and wants to bang you! So nothing to be startled about at alll Just another completely normal day at Casa 
Gunner!" and he wallops both his fists down on the table. "Oh, God," he moans, "I really don't get it. Izzy's far 


too smart to screw up like this! He never usually craps where he eats." 
Steven is disgusted at this. 


"| should fucking hope not!" he thunders. "I'm putting it on record right now that no one is allowed to take a 
dump in the kitchen!" 


Axl and Slash both gape at him. 

"This shit needs to end now," he continues. "Slash, go soak your head in Izzy's cologne. That stuff is strong 
enough to stop a galloping horse at ten paces so it should take care of your lice problem. Axl, take some 
valium. And gimme some for Duff. I'm gonna take him to bed and sing him to sleep." 

Duff looks very alarmed. He whimpers softly as Steven shoves three small, blue pills into his mouth and makes 
him swallow them with shitty box wine. Then he is bodily dragged from the kitchen and up the stairs to his 
room. 

"Lie down," Steven commands. He does. Then the singing starts. 

Duff has never experienced anything like it. Steven's idea of a lullaby seems to consist of a mash up of ‘Twinkle 
Twinkle Little Star‘, Black Sabbath's ‘Paranoid’ and some epically bad beat boxing. Interrupted by repeated 
questioning as to whether he's asleep yet and would he like his ears rubbed. Sweet Christ! When is the fucking 
valium going to kick in? 

Under the bed, Izzy is seriously regretting his decision to hide there. The mattress is sagging badly under the 
combined weight of Duff and Steven and the singing! Oh, the singing! Izzy sincerely believes that this is exactly 
what hell is like. No fire, no brimstone, just suffocation and constant caterwauling. 

Duff finally succumbs to the valium. Steven stops singing, climbs off the bed and pokes his head underneath it. 
"Come on out, Izzy!" he calls softly. 


Since he has no other option, Izzy shuffle-slides out from under the bed and looks up at Steven 


"How did you know | was here?" he asks. 


"Your cologne," Steven replies. "Where the fuck do you get that stuff anyway? It smells like someone peed on a 


car freshener!" 
Izzy huffs. 
"It does not! So fuck off!" he says peevishly and glances at Duff's sleeping form. "Is he ok?" he enquires. 


"| don't know," Steven sighs, "but you need to talk to him when he wakes up. Which probably won't be for a 
few hours yet. | stuffed him full of Axl's valium and | have some for you too. Just take them, sleep here and 


then hash this thing out between the two of you later. I'm gonna lock you in so you can't do a runner either!" 


With that, he grabs hold of a startled Izzy's chin, pinches his nose shut so he'll open his mouth, drops a couple 
of pills onto his tongue and watches him swallow them down after slamming his lips together. Then he hightails 
it towards the door and pulls it shut. He takes off his belt, wraps one end around the handle and knots the 
other end around the leg of the ancient but unmovable dresser type thing that's been sitting on the landing 


since they moved in. 


Satisfied that exit by door is now rendered impossible, he goes downstairs to impede Slash's Poison audition and 


Axl's defection to FoXXy Fanny. 

Back in the bedroom, Izzy is tugging futilely on the door handle. The fucking thing won't budge. He looks at the 
window. The top part of it opens a little but unless he steamrolls himself, the chances of sliding through it are 
somewhere between slim, none and utterly nonexistent. 


He drops to his ass as he feels the valium starting to take effect and curls up into a ball on the floor. 


His last conscious thought is, "I'm never doing acid again." 


Emergency stashes, Scabby Dave Brady and maybe a 
date? 


Author's Notes: 
Why does working have to be such a pain in the arse that it keeps you from sleeping? Anyway, here's Chapter 
Eight. l'm off to fight insomnia with some vodka and a large stick! 


Izzy stirs slightly, ewws in disgust at the river of drool connecting his left cheek with the carpet and then 
rolls onto his back, rubbing at his eyes and trying to figure out what time it is. Judging by how dark the room 
is, it's either really late or somewhat early. He's never appreciated this particular quandary and decides not to 
dwell on it now either. He yawns hugely and then suddenly remembers that he's locked in a room with Duff. 


LOCKED IN A ROOM WITH DUFF! 


"SHRIEK!" yells his brain because his vocal chords refuse to work. "SHRIEK LOUDER, YOU FUCKING IDIOT!" it 


continues but he can't. 
He can't risk waking Duff, for two reasons. 


Reason one? It means having to face him. Reason two? Well, waking Duff is akin to sauntering into a zoo whilst 
balancing the carcass of a recently slaughtered cow on your head and then leaping into the tiger enclosure 
before proceeding to taunt it's occupants. In other words, it's an extremely foolish and risky thing to do. 
They've all learned this to their cost. Usually, Duff gets extremely irate and loudly berates the idiot who's 
dared to disturb his slumber but last time, he had assaulted Steven quite violently with a bottle of roll-on anti 
perspirant and a pair of balled-up socks. Needless to say, Steven had never again entered Duff's room at four 
in the morning with an air horn and a shout of, "Rise and shine, motherfucker!" Turned out he'd been dared to 
do it by Slash, who had stood in the doorway and laughed his stupid face off until Duff turned on him and 


punched him square in the jaw. 

So, no to waking Duff then. 

Izzy gets to his knees and shuffles to the door as quietly as possible. He tugs on the handle. Nope, it's still 
locked. When he gets out of here, he's burying Steven in a hole up to his neck and then placing a wasps nest on 
his head. Or just plain shooting him. 


He sighs and rubs both his hands over his face. 


"Who's there?" comes a groggy voice from the bed. 


"Er, no-one," Izzy replies with a start, "you're just dreaming, go back to sleep!" and he holds his breath. 
"Izzy?" says Duff, sounding perplexed. "What the fuck?" 
"I told you to go back to sleep! You're dreaming!" Izzy whispers harshly. 


Duff throws the covers off himself and pads across the floor to where Izzy is sitting with his back to the 


door. He reaches out and yanks on his hair. 

"Oww!" Izzy yells indignantly. 

"Still think l'm dreaming, Stradlin?" Duff enquires, towering over Izzy in the darkness with his hands on his hips. 
He really does look like Thor in moonlit silhouette, Izzy decides. Thor in ripped jeans and a New York Dolls t- 
shirt that's just a tad on the small side for his tall frame. 

Duff turns and walks back to the bed, dropping onto it with a plop. 

"What are you doing here?" he asks forlornly. 

Izzy takes a deep breath and then gives Duff a synopsis of earlier events. 


"So you were here for the singing?" Duff asks incredulously and Izzy gives a nod that Duff can't see. 


"Jesus! | was really hoping no-one else in the galaxy would ever have to suffer through that!" Duff continues, 


"| swear, even Ozzy woulda been thrown for a loop!" He sounds shell shocked. 


"To be honest, | was on the verge of crawling out from under the bed and flinging myself through the window 
when he finally stopped," Izzy tells him, "regardless of how many stitches I'd need!" 


"So we're locked in then?" Duff enquires and again, Izzy nods. And again, Duff can't see it. 


They sit in silence for a moment or two. Uncomfortable silence that's unbroken by even the chirping of a 


cricket. Although to be fair, if a cricket did chirp anywhere in the house, one of them would probably eat it. 


Deciding that sitting in silence is going to get them nowhere, Izzy gets up and comes to sit on the bed next to 
Duff. 


‘lm sorry," he offers softly. "l kinda screwed up here, didn't |?" 
"Just a bit," Duff agrees. 


Izzy wrings his hands. 


"Do you think we could talk, Duff?" he asks hesitantly. "| don't want this to come between us. You're a good 


guy and | don't want to lose you as a friend." 


"Yeah, | suppose we need to," Duff says with a sigh. He sounds like he'd prefer to do literally anything else but 


what choice does he have right now? 
"Ok. Good," Izzy breathes. "Can we switch a light on first, though? | can't see two inches in front of myself! 
"Bulb's blown," Duff replies, "and you can't see two inches in front of yourself cos the room's so fuckin’ small! 
Izzy chuckles at this. 

"Well, fine," he says, "but we still need to talk, so Ill go first” 

"WAIT!" Duff shrieks and Izzy claps a hand over his right ear 


"For fuck's sake, Duff!" he snarls, "I'm right next to you, not five fuckin’ miles away! There's no need to 


scream" 


"Sorry!" Duff giggles apologetically, "but if we're gonna do this, we'll need fortification and | always keep a stash 


in my closet in case of emergencies!" 
With that, he hops off the bed and grabs blindly for the closet handle, wrenching it open and disappearing 
inside on his hands and knees. He roots about for a few moments before looking back in Izzy's general direction 


and asking if he might, perchance, have a flashlight on his person 


"Why, of course | dol" Izzy snaps sarcastically, "and | also have a lifejacket and a whistle in case we crash land 


on water! 
"Has anyone even told you that sarcasm is the lowest form of wit?" Duff mutters witheringly. 


"Is also the smartest," Izzy snipes as he tugs a battered pack of cigarettes from his back pocket and hopes 


that Duffs stash includes a book of matches. 
Duff continues rummaging madly in the closet. 


"Aha!" he cries to the accompaniment of bottles clinking. "Ahal" he cries again, this time to the distinct sound 
of rustling plastic. "AHA!" he yells triumphantly as cans rattle against each other. 


"| swear, if you ‘aha’ again, I'm coming in there and stomping your head flat," Izzy warns. 


Duff snorts, gets to his feet and emerges from the closet with his arms full. 


Izzy is dumbfounded at the bottles of vodka, cans of beer and various packages of chips and candy that are 
subsequently deposited on the bed. 


"How many fuckin’ emergencies do you have?" he asks in wonderment. 

"Roughly three a week,’ Duff replies as he wrenches the top off a vodka bottle and swallows hugely. 

"Ah, vodka!" he declares, "where would | be without you?!" 

"Probably doin’ a Masters at some uppity university," Izzy mumbles and grins at Duff's startled expression 


"What?!" he asks. "You're one of the smartest people I've ever met. You could do a Masters in anything!" and 
he swipes at the vodka bottle. "Share!" he commands, "and do you have a light?" 


Duff fumbles in his jeans and comes up with two quarters, a stick of gum, a shredded paper napkin, some 


pocket lint and a garish yellow lighter. 
Izzy pronounces him a regular boy scout and grabs the lighter. 


"Maybe," Duff agrees. "But | wish I'd thought of the lighter when | was scramblin' around in the closet!" he 
adds ruefully. 


"So, should we talk now?" Izzy asks and Duff holds up the index finger of his right hand. 
"Not yet. | need to finish at least one of these first," he says as he brandishes his vodka. 


They drink, smoke and eat potato chips while Izzy wonders why Duff has a solitary tin of tuna fish in his 


stash. Maybe there's a tin opener in the closet too? 


Ok," says Duff, draining the last of his vodka and cracking open another bottle, "I think I'm ready now. How do 
you want to do this?" 


lzzy squares his shoulders. 


"Might as well just go for it," he answers and then launches into a spiel. "I like you. | mean, I've always liked 
you. As a friend. But now | LIKE you and it got awkward cos | didn't really know how to deal with it, so | talked 
to Axl and he had a meltdown and said something about Slash and Poison and writing a song but we got drunk 
and screwed some strippers afterwards so that was good, but then | dropped some acid and a bottle of 
something weird and apparently thought you were Thor and did you know you look like him in the dark? Well, 
you do and | totally blacked out and forgot everything until Steven started going on about the pony and | 
remembered toe fingers and sitting on you and now here we are and | think it all really started when you 


bleached your hair cos blue wasn't a good look on you and." 


"Christ, Izzy!" Duff interrupts. "Could you slow down a little? | got most of that but it literally made no sense! 
Maybe we should try doing this like a Q€A session?" 


Ok!" Izzy nods, "you first!" only because he's afraid he'll start ranting again 

"Are you into guys in general? Or is it just me?" Duff asks. 

Izzy lets out a shaky breath and leans back against a pillow. 

"If we're layin’ it all out, then yeah. | dig guys. Always have. | even had a boyfriend back home for a few 
months before | came out here and I've dated a few guys since. But | also dig girls. Like, really dig ‘em so | 
guess you could say | go both ways?" he says and scratches at his scalp. Fuck, he hopes he doesn't have 
Slash's lice. "So my turn now. How freaked out are you about this?" he enquires. 

Duff chews on his lip. 

"| don't know," he answers truthfully. "It's a lot to lay on a guy." 

"You never experimented then?" Izzy asks. 

Duff thinks about this for a minute. 

‘Once, when | was fifteen, a bunch of us got drunk behind a warehouse and Scabby Dave Brady dared me to 
kiss Dylan ‘No Shit! Riley. | did, but it turned out Dylan had a serious case of halitosis and | ended up puking all 
over his shirt so | guess it doesn't count." 

"No," Izzy agrees, "it doesn't count. At all," and he stretches in defeat. 

"I am kinda curious though," Duff admits and Izzy perks up. 


"Really?" he asks and Duff nods. "How curious?" 


"Well, l'm just wondering how it'd pan out," Duff says, "like, are you just interested in gettin’ laid or does this 


run deeper?" 

Izzy raises an eyebrow. 

"It's not about getting laid,” he states. "For now, I'd just like to get to know you better." 
"Are you suggesting we date, then?" Duff asks. 


"Yeah. Yeah, thats exactly what I'm suggesting," Izzy says firmly. He sounds pretty serious. 


Duff drinks some more vodka and then bums a cigarette. 

"So, tell me," he mumbles around his smoke as he lights up, "how do you get a girl to go out with you?" 
"| just pretend I'm all cool and laidback and shit like that," Izzy answers with a grin. "How about you?" 
"| usually just buy ‘em a drink and then ask if they'd like to fuck," Duff replies. 

Izzy cocks his head to one side and stares at him. 

"Does that work?" he asks incredulously. 

‘| get slapped a lot," Duff concedes and blows smoke rings as Izzy laughs. 

They lapse into silence again but this time, its a lot more comfortable. 

Then Izzy leans forward. 

"So, what about that date then?" he asks hesitantly. 

Duff turns to look at him. 


"Look Iz, I'm willing to explore this but what happens if it doesn't work out? The band's getting bigger by the 
day and | don't want to throw it all away. What if it drives a wedge between us?" he asks. 


"Duff, I'm not asking you to marry me!" Izzy says earnestly. "It'd just be a date. You and me hangin’ out and 
talking about stuff without any of the others around” 


"Like we're doing right now?" Duff points out. 

"Except we wouldn't be locked in your room," Izzy adds. 

They drink some more and then Duff announces that he needs to take a leak. He heads for the closet. 

"What the fuck are you doing? Please tell me you don't pee in there!" Izzy begs. 

Duff laughs. 

"Naw! | got an empty five gallon drum of rinse aid from work in here! Comes in handy every now and then!" 
Izzy breathes a sigh of relief. If nothing else, at least they've got somewhere to piss for the rest of the night. 


Duff relieves himself with a loud sigh of content and makes his way back to the bed, unwrapping a bar of 


chocolate and splitting it with Izzy. 


"All right," he says. "One date. We go on one date and if it's weird, we call it quits, go back to us being friends 


and never talk about it again!" 

Izzy raises his bottle and and clinks it against Duff's. 

"Gotta piss!" he declares, grabbing the lighter and clambering off the bed, ambling into the closet. 
Unzipping his pants, he kneels down, tilts the drum to his crotch and then pees like a horse. 


Back on the bed, Duff is starting to feel a little tired. He lies down, tugs a pillow under his head and pulls the 


sheet over himself. 


Izzy finds him mostly asleep on his return and decides to get some shut eye himself. He sits on the floor next 
to the bed and reclines his head against it. 


"You can get on the bed if you want," Duff murmurs softly from above him. 


lzzy chews this over for all of two and a half seconds before he crawls onto the bed and settles over the 


sheet, lying next to Duff who pats his shoulder and sleepily says, "G'night, Izzy" 
"Night, Duff!" Izzy rejoins and spends the next four hours wide awake and wondering where to go on this date. 


And also wondering if Steven will let them out in the morning. 


Graffiti Spray, Pillows and Punch Ups! 


Author's Notes: 
Insomnia perse-fuckin-veres and | may be having hallucinations. Either that, or the bus driver was an actual 


tiger. 


Steven is standing outside the door of Duff's room, looking at it with mild apprehension and a lot of glee. He 
knocks softly. 


"Are you guys still in there?" he calls to no reply. 
He knocks again. 

"Do you want me to let you out?" he asks. 

This time, Izzy responds. 


"No," he whisper snarks. "I want to spend the rest of my adult life holed up in a room no bigger than a storage 


locker, listening to Duff while he snores and sleep talks about giant rabbits and Debbie fuckin’ Harry!" 
"Ok, then!" Steven says brightly, "I'll come back later!" 


"Adler!" Izzy seethes, "if you don't open this fucking door right now, | swear to Christ I'll go all Armageddon on 
your balls!” 


"Make up your fuckin’ mind, lzzy!" Steven replies exasperatedly. "If you want me to open the door, just say so!" 
Slash makes an appearance. 

"What's goin’ on?" he enquires, yawning hugely and peering through a mass of curls. 

"Izzy can't make up his mind about whether he wants me to open the door or not," Steven informs him. 


"Right," says Slash. “That doesn’t sound like something I'd be interested in," and he wanders off, scratching 
furiously at his head and either unaware or not caring that he's stark naked. 


Steven stares after him, sighs and decides to unwrap the belt from the dresser. 


"Izzy?" he asks cautiously, "before | let you out, you have to promise not to hurt me, ok?" 


Izzy readily agrees and Steven unloops the belt from the handle. The door is pulled open and Izzy steps out 
smartly, closing it behind him and punching Steven in the stomach. 


"You promised!" the drummer says with an indignant ‘oof as he doubles over. 


"| lied" Izzy retorts and stalks off in the direction of the bathroom, where he finds Starkers Slash pouring 


cologne directly onto his scalp. 
"What the ever loving fuck are you doing?" he asks and Slash grins at him. 
"I'm killing lice!" he explains and winces as the cologne burns tender skin 


Izzy nods. Not that he actually gives a shit, but he decides to enquire why Slash has undertaken to perform 
this particular task naked. 


"Because Axl took all my clothes to give them a makeover so | could join Poison," is Slash's nonchalant reply. 


"Well, that makes perfect sense!" Izzy spits. "How stupid of me not to know!" and he heads off to find Axl. Who 
is in his bedroom, spray painting Slash's admittedly small array of clothing with a can of purple graffiti spray. 


"Axl!" Izzy shouts, "have you lost your fucking mind?!" 

"| thought we'd established that a long time ago!" Axl answers merrily and continues spraying madly. 
Izzy jerks the paint can free from his grasp. 

"Slash is not joining Poison!" he yells and chucks it out the window. 

"He's a gifted guitarist! Axl yells back. 

"All the more reason not to let him join them!" Izzy insists. 

Slash wanders into the room, the scent of urine tinged pine wafting from his soaked hair. 

| may have given myself third degree burns," he informs them. "I think | might need skin grafts." 
"You're naked," Axl tells him. "Cover yourself up." 

Slash pick up a pillow and holds it in front of his nether regions. 

"Not with the fuckin’ pillow | sleep onl" Axl snarls. 


Much to his consternation, Slash grins broadly and starts play humping the pillow, moaning obscenely and 


throwing his head back. 


Axl grabs it from his hands and wallops him over the head with it. Slash retaliates by grabbing another one 


and belting him back. Within seconds, an all out pillow fight is underway, accompanied by some personal insults. 
"You smell like someone pissed on a Christmas tree!" Axl shouts. 

"Yeah? Well, you're a ginger bastard!" Slash screams back. 

"STOP IT!" Izzy yells. 

"Fuck off, Lothario!" Axl screeches in between violent pillow slaps, "this is your fault, you asshole!" 


Izzy does not like being called an asshole. He launches himself at Axl, knocking him sideways and wrenching the 
pillow from his grip. He then proceeds to knock seven shades of shit out of the startled singer with it. 


Feeling a little left out, Slash shrugs and decides to start belting Izzy. Just for the sheer hell of it. Appalled by 
this unprovoked assault, Izzy throws back his right elbow, hitting Slash square in the stomach. He cries out 
and drops to his knees. Axl laughs out loud and catches an off guard Izzy right in the face with a well aimed 


pillow blow. 


"You complete clusterfuckl" Izzy bellows, "I'm gonna pull all your fuckin’ hair out!" and he grabs hold of Axl's 


locks, tugging on them with a fierce and grim determination 


A still slightly winded Slash staggers to his feet and kicks Izzy in the ass as hard as he can manage with a 
bare foot. 


lm not a violent person," he yells as he continues his ass kicks, "but you really pissed me off, Stradlin!" 


They're interrupted by the sudden sound of breaking glass and look up to find a clearly seething Duff standing 
in the door way. He has chucked an empty vodka bottle at the wall 


"Do you fuckers have any respect for anyone?" he thunders. "I'm trying to fucking sleep on my one fucking day 
off this fucking week and you fuckers decide to have a fucking pillow fight and fucking wake me up?" 


"That's a lot of ‘fucking’, Duff," Axl intones as he tries to free his hair from Izzy's hands. 

"| don't give a fuck!" Duff replies sharply, "and | don't give a shit about why you guys are belting the crap out 
of each other. I'm working my ass off just to keep us fed and this is the kind of thanks | get in return? I'm 
going back to bed, you ungrateful bunch of bastards and if anyone wakes me again, | will castrate all of you 


with a rusty corkscrew!" 


With that, he turns on his heel and marches smartly back to his room, slamming the door behind him. 


"Well, thanks a lot, guys!" Izzy mutters as he slumps to his ass. "I just got him to agree to a date with me and 


its probably hit the skids now." 
He looks totally forlorn and Slash feels a little sorry for him. 


"Duff's not the type to hold a grudge, Iz. You know that," he offers, "and you should let go of Axl's hair before 
his head starts bleeding and he kills you." 


Izzy does. 

"Duff said yes to a date?" Axl asks as he rubs pointedly at his scalp. 

"He did?" comes Steven's voice as he crawls into the room, still winded from Izzy's earlier stomach punch. 
"That's brilliant! Where are you going? Are you gonna cook him a meal? Cos | can help! Or maybe you should 
take him to the zoo! Or stock car racing! Or star gazing! Ooh! Maybe you could go to New York and visit that 
big statue they have there! What's it called again? Something to do with freedom and its got a big torch!" 


Axl shuts him up with a pillow slap. Steven is most indignant. He's worked very hard to get Duff and Izzy 
together and he's not about to let it all slip away. 


"We're not going to New York, you halfwit" Izzy says. "| have the princely sum of fuck all in my wallet right 


now so | need to go figure something out." 

He gets up and trudges out of the room, hands shoved deep in his empty pockets, head down 

Steven smiles hugely at Axl and Slash. 

"This is all thanks to mel" he crows as he gleefully rubs his hands together. "I'm a born Cupid!" 

"You were born stupid!" Slash cackles, delighted at his quip and then pissed off that no one else seems to be. 


"We're not encouraging this idiotic date idea," Axl says decidedly. "It won't go well so we're putting a stop to it 
before it starts." 


"That's kinda mean, don't you think?" asks Steven 


"No," Axl retorts, "it's not mean at all. All we'll be doing is protecting both of them from themselves. So we 
find out where they're going, we follow them and then we turn their date into the night from hell!" 


Slash grabs hold of Axl's head and starts peering at the skin behind his right ear. 


"What the fuck are you doing?" Axl asks, stupefied. 


‘lm checking to see if you've got bbb tattooed somewhere near your ear. You're an evil dick, Rose!" Slash 


declares, letting go of his friend's head and glancing about for some pants to put on 
"Maybe | am," Axl replies, "but it has to be done” 

"Im not helping," Steven states primly. 

"Yes, you are,” Axl tells him flatly, "or Il burn your drum kit! 


"l'm inl" Slash announces as he pulls on a pair of boxers and heads for the door, "but only because | have 
nothing else to do and | like messing with Izzy!" 


Axl gives him a cheery wave goodbye. 


Steven wonders how to go about making his drum kit fire retardant. 


Date night and Disquises 


Author's Notes: 
A little bummed at the news of Chester Bennington's death. Hope he's at peace now. 


It's date night. 


Duff is in his room, trying to decide what he should wear. He's never gone on a date with a guy before. And 
not just any guy. It's Izzy, for fuck's sake! Who still hasn't told Duff where they're going. 


Should he wear body armour? A balaclava? A belt with a buckle that says, ‘ABSOLUTELY NO TOUCHING BELOW 
HERE? All three? Should he take some Xanax? Because he's just out of the shower and he's already sweating 
like a pig on its way to a slaughterhouse and he has no roll on because he used it to beat Steven's head in 
after he woke him up with that fucking air horn and now he's two and a half seconds away from a panic 
attack so he needs vodka. Great! If the rest of the night continues in this vein, he will be the nut home's 


newest resident by morning. 


He runs his hands through his hair, grabs a bottle of vodka and chugs down the contents. Wonderful! Except 


now he feels like he might throw up. So he lights up a cigarette and somehow burns his fingers in the process. 


This is a disaster. And if he doesn't get dressed soon, he'll be going on this date naked. He surveys his 
wardrobe. Two pairs of acid washed jeans, an array of band t shirts and a pair of falling apart boots. He will 
not make the cover of GQ anytime soon He decides on his Ramones shirt and pulls it on over his head, slipping 


his feet into the boots and praying that they'll hold together for the night. Then he realises that he's 


forgotten to put his jeans on and now looks like the world's worst scarecrow. 


"Izzy must be on some really good drugs if he thinks I'm pretty," he muses as he tugs off the boots and pulls 


on his jeans. 

Someone knocks on the door. 

"Hold on a second!" he yells and trips over his boots on his way to open it, landing on his knees and wondering 
why his life has suddenly turned into a shitty slapstick sitcom. He swears violently and gets up, reaching for 


the door handle and twisting it open. 


"Hey, Duffl" Slash says cheerily by way of greeting, "how are you? Haven't seen much of you for the last few 
days so | decided to swing by and shoot the breeze for a while!" 


He saunters into the room and drops his ass onto the bed. 


"Swing by? Shoot the breeze?" Duff asks, eyebrows raised as he stares at Slash. "When did you start talking 


like that? Are you concussed or something?" 

Slash isn't. He's on a mission from Axl to find out more about this date but he can't come straight out and 
ask without arousing suspicion. Instead, he chuckles and says, "What's happenin’, man? Wanna do somethin’? We 
could try telling Steven we're not real again. It was damn funny last time!" 

By last time, he means the night they'd managed to convince Steven that none of them actually existed and 
were only figments of his imagination. It had been hysterically funny until Steven had decided to punch Axl's 
lights out when the singer had returned home from his girlfriend's place, all the while yelling, "Fucking brilliant! 
You're only in my head so take that, you whining, ginger fuck! Guns n' Roses is all me!" 


Slash had laughed til he cried at Axl's startled, indignant expression 


"We're not doing that," Duff replies. "In case you don't remember, Axl went batshit and tried to off us with a 
frying pan. And Steven had to stay with that freaky friend of his for a week until we got things calmed down 


"Suit yourself," Slash huffs as he fires up a cigarette. "You goin’ somewhere?" he enquires. 
"Yeah," Duff says shortly. 

"Where?" Slash asks. 

"Out somewhere," Duff answers. 

"| gathered that much," Slash snarks, "but where?" 


"None of your fuckin business, dickfacel" comes Izzy's voice from the doorway. "You ready, Duff?" he calls and 


Duff nods, grabbing his smokes and keys off the bed. 

"Smell ya later, Slasher!" he salutes as he leaves the room. 

Slash is left fuming. Axl is going to kill him for not finding out where Duff and Izzy are headed. He really 
doesn't want to listen to a rant right now. He sighs, scratches his stomach and clambers reluctantly off the 
bed. 


Downstairs, Izzy pulls on his jacket and turns to look at Duff as they walk out of the house. 


"Erm, is now a good time to tell you that I'm totally skint and don't really have a plan for this date?" he asks 


nervously. 


"You're always skint," Duff replies, puzzled, "and you never really plan ahead so why would it bother me now?" 


"Well, it kinda means that we're just gonna take a walk and maybe hang out somewhere like the park?" Izzy 


answers, wringing his hands. 

"The park where people get murdered after dark on a semi regular basis?" Duff asks. 
"Ok. Maybe not the park," Izzy concedes. 

Duff giggles. 


"Look," he says, "I've got like twenty bucks and some loose change. We can pick up some cheap booze, head for 


some dingy joint and top up a couple of legit drinks with it for a while. You in?" 
Izzy grins. 

"Sounds good to mel" he declares. 

Back at the house, Axl is laying into Slash. 


"You utter halfwit!" he thunders. "I gave you one job! One fuckin’ job! All you had to do was pry some details 
outta Duff and you couldn't even do that!" 


‘In my defence," Slash retorts, "I really don't think Duff knew anything." 

"Well, they can't have gotten far yet," Axl decides. "Let's disguise ourselves and follow them." 

"Disguise ourselves?" Slash asks incredulously. "Seriously?" 

| have a can of yellow graffiti spray! We can dye your stupid hair with it and you can put on some eye 
shadow and blusher!" Axl replies excitedly. "I'll put a scarf over my head and wear Izzy's tweedy type blanket 


as a shawl. Nobody will recognise us!" 


"Yeah. And nobody will wonder why Dee Snider and an Irish granny are out for a fuckin’ walk together either!" 
Slash snipes sarcastically with an indignant toss of his head. 


Steven wanders in. 
"What's happening?" he slurs. 


"Axl and | are apparently disquising ourselves as a transvestite and an elderly woman so we can follow Duff 
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and Izzy on their date," Slash tells him. 


"OOOH!" Steven shrieks delightedly, "I love disguises!" and he dashes out of the room, returning several minutes 
later wearing a cowboy hat and Duff's pimpcoat. Which is at least fifteen miles too long for him. 


"Howdy, y'all" he drawls exaggeratedly. "I'm Bobby Bigballs, an oil baron from Dallas, Texas." 


Slash sighs. But since Axl has already started spraying his hair and Bobby Bigballs is brandishing an eye shadow 


compact, he can't back out now. 


What has he let himself in for? 


Aggie, Ed and Grotty's. 


Author's Notes: 
Grotty's is not a real place. | wish it was. 


All right. Who the hell takes a guy out on a date, shoves him into a darkened doorway, whispers frantically 
about being followed and insists that he stay quiet? 


Izzy, that's who. 

If the fucker dropped some acid while Duff was in the liquor store, it was really inconsiderate of him. 
Seriously, you don't ask someone to go on a date with you and then get off your face before the fucking thing 
has even started It's extremely rude. 


Duff is most offended and proceeds to call him out on his lack of date etiquette. 


"| didn't drop anything while you were in the store," Izzy seethes, "and | swear, there were three weirdoes 


right behind us a minute ago!" 
"What kind of weirdoes?" Duff asks, more in an effort to humour his companion than anything else. 


"Well, one looked like Dee Snider's ugly sister, one appeared to be an old woman and the third person kinda 


looked like the Grim Reaper's small son," Izzy replies, peering over his shoulder and scanning the sidewalk. 
Ok So Izzy's having a psychotic episode. Duff tries to figure out what to do next. 

"lz?" he says softly, "would you like to go home and lie down? | don't think you're well right now." 

"l'm fine!" Izzy spits, "and | don't need to lie down! Let's keep walking." 


He pulls Duff from the doorway and hurries him along the sidewalk, casting surreptitious glances behind him 


every now and then. 


In an alley a few yards back, Slash is trying to stifle his laughter. When Izzy had turned around and spotted 
them, Axl had shoved both him and Steven sideways, loudly whispering, "Get down!" 


"And boogie!" Steven had yelled delightedly before proceeding to do his ‘Saturday Night Fever’ moves. He'd then 
gotten tangled up in the pimpcoat and fallen over. 


Axl had is now peering around the wall onto the street. 


"They're on the move!" he intones urgently. "Let's gol Stay low and in the shadows!" 


"For fuck's sake!" Slash snipes. "Can we try to keep the double-oh-lunacy stuff to a fuckin’ minimum? We 


already stand out like three virgins at an orgy!" 

Steven giggles. 

"| don't think I've ever met a virgin!" he imparts. "What do they look like?" 

"Not us!" Slash states. 

"Shut up, fuckfaces!" Axl snarls and leads them out of the alley with an imperialistic flick of his wrist. 

Up ahead, Izzy is hauling Duff towards a crosswalk 

Axl hurries after them, Slash and Steven trailing a few steps behind. 

They're approached by a sweet looking middle aged man. 

"Good evening, Ma'am! May | help you cross the street?" he asks, taking Axl gently by the elbow. 

"You can fuck right off" Axl retorts in his deep baritone, pushing the startled man's hand away. 

Slash goes into utter hysterics. The power of speech deserts him completely. He is capable only of pointing at 
Axl and howling derangedly while Steven looks on and wonders why he passed up a night of getting high and 


jerking off for this. 


Axl is not all pleased by this turn of events. If Slash doesn't stop laughing in the next two seconds, he will 
smother the fucker with Izzy's blanket. Then he'll bury him in it. 


The well intentioned man is backing away from the trio. How was he supposed to know a drag act would be 
taking a stroll at this hour of the night? He decides that he will never try to be helpful to another human 
being again and runs away as fast as his legs will carry him. 

Having cracked several ribs and deflated a lung with the force of his laughter, Slash straightens up and wipes 
his eyes, smearing mascara and glittery eye shadow over his cheeks. He now looks like the mentally 
incompetent love child of Dee Snider and Alice Cooper. 


| gotta peel" he declares. 


"We don't have time so fucking hold it!" Axl snaps and he leads them across the street. 


Duff and Izzy are nowhere to be seen 

"We lost them!" Axl seethes. "We fucking lost them!" 

No we didn't!" Slash calls. "Look! They're headed for Grotty's! 

Grotty's is a bar. A spit-and-sawdust type bar that smells of armpits and motor oil. Its run by Aggie and her 
rarely seen husband, Ed. Aggie is at least four and a half thousand years old and has no teeth. The first time 


she'd smiled at Duff, he'd shrieked loudly and almost pissed himself. Slash and Izzy had laughed themselves sick. 


They've come to love Grotty's though. Its a no questions asked kind of place and Aggie, for all her 


toothlessness, is always very welcoming. 


‘Izzy's taking Duff to Grotty's on a date? The fucking cheapskate!" Axl remarks. "He might as well have taken 


him on a midnight Tour of a scrap yard!" 


He turns around to find Slash peeing against a wall and Steven in a heap, having got tangled up in the pimpcoat 
yet again. 


"Jesus!" he breathes, "it's like being out with two third-graders!" 

"Shut up, Grandmal" Slash giggles and Axl gives him a death glare. 

They manage to get Steven untangled and upright: 

"We're going to have to go in there," Axl states, pointing at the door of Grotty's. 

"No fucking way! Aggie will shoot us on sight looking like this!" Slash spits, gesturing at their disguises. 

Axl chews on his lip. 

"Gimme your hat, Stevie!" he commands. 

"No!" Steven replies, folding his arms over his chest. "Why can't you leave them alone? | don't know why you've 
got your panties in a twist over this Axl, but I'm having nothing more to do with it. I'm all for Duff and Izzy 
getting together. They'll make wonderful music and have beautiful children!" 


He stamps his feet for emphasis. 


"You do know they can't impregnate each other, right?" Slash asks, gaping at Steven who just shrugs and says, 


"Modern science is wonderfull Nothing's impossible anymore." 


"Except male pregnancy!" Slash retorts, advancing on him slowly. 


Axl shakes his head and grabs Steven's hat. He pulls off his blanket shawl and tosses it at Slash. Then he takes 
off the scarf that covers his hair, ties it around his neck and gathers his locks into a messy bun on top of his 


head, placing the hat carefully over it. He commandeers Slash's jean jacket and squares his shoulders. 


"I'm going in!" he declares. "You two, go round the back and come in through the bathroom window. Aggie never 


got it replaced after the last biker brawll" 


In Grotty's, Duff and Izzy are standing at the bar, Izzy telling Aggie about the three weirdoes he's seen twice 


now. 
"For fuck's sake!" Duff yells, throwing his hands in the air. "No-one's following us, Iz! Look!" 


He crosses the floor to the grimy window and presses his nose to it. His eyes light on the odd trio across the 
street. 


"Oh sweet fuck!" he breathes. 
"What is it?" Izzy calls as he joins him and peers through the window. 
"Told you | wasn't imagining things!" he whispers disgruntedly. 


Startled, they watch as the old lady transforms herself and they recognise Axl. Which means the other two 


can only be Slash and Steven. 


"What the fuck are they doing?" Izzy asks in bewilderment. "Why are they dressed like that? Halloween isn't 
until October, right?" 


Duff nods. 
"Maybe they've had a collective mental breakdown?" he offers 
Izzy muses on this. 

"Naw," he replies, "I think that only applies to mass hysteria’ 


With a dawning realisation, Duff says, "Well, the only other thing they could be doing is trying to gatecrash our 
date!" 


lzzy stares at him. 


"You're right!" he whispers. "The fuckers are trying to sabotage us!" 


"Want me to shoot ‘em?" Aggie yells as she brandishes a shotgun, "cos | willl" 
"Put the fuckin’ gun down, you haggard old witch!" shouts Ed from the living room off the bar. 


"Who asked you?" Aggie screams back. "Why don't you do something useful for a change? Like die so | can 


collect the insurance money and retire to Aruba, you old git!" 

Sensing an escalating domestic incident, Izzy orders a couple of beers with whiskey chasers and shoves Duff 
into a booth after convincing Aggie to put the shotgun away now that they know their lives are not in any 
immediate danger. 

He slides into the seat opposite Duff and raises his glass in a toast. 


"Let ‘em comel" he salutes. "l'm ready!" 


Duff wishes they'd gone to Murder Park instead. 


Foiled Plans and First Kisses 


Author's Notes: 
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Duff is starting to get seriously pissed off. 
This right was supposed to be a date, damn it! Not a fucking farce. 


Izzy is sitting opposite him. He has fashioned a hat out of some paper napkins and is wearing a pair of ugly ass 


mirror shades. 


"Not to sound stupid here," Duff says in a tone of voice that registers just below a snarl, "but what the fuck 


are you doing?" 
"Disquising myself," is Izzy's muttered reply. 


"As what? A complete and utter halfwit who looks just like he did ten seconds ago except for a stupid napkin 
hat and shades that have seen better days?" Duff snarks. 


Izzy is so affronted that he doesn't offer a reply. 
Duff slides out of the booth and approaches the bar. 


"Hey, Ag?" he calls and she pokes her head out of the back room. "What's the best way outta here without 


being seen?" he asks. 
Disregarding her toothlessness, Aggie chews on her bottom lip for a few seconds. 


"Look," she offers, "if you boys want to hide out, me and Ed have a living room of sorts upstairs that we 


never use on account of his being totally decrepit and not able to walk You're welcome to it” 

Duff gives her a smile and she melts a little. If he was her son, she'd pat him on the head and feed him candy. 
Beckoning to Izzy, Duff saunters behind the bar and presses a sweet kiss to her cheek 

"Thanks, Aggie!" he says and she melts a little more. 


She's leaving him all her worldly possessions in her will, she decides as she shows them into the back room and 


points at the stairs. 


"Up there and to the left," she tells them, watching Duff fondly and offering Izzy a toothless smile. 
"If anyone comes in looking for us, we were never here, ok?" lzzy asks and she nods vigorously. 


Seconds later, the bar door swings open and a shifty looking guy wearing a cowboy hat enters. He glances 
around the empty room and then approaches the bar, sitting on a stool and tipping the hat at Aggie. 


"Evenin', Ma'am," he says pleasantly, "I'll take a beer please!" in what is possibly the worst Texan accent ever 


heard outside of Mars. 


"You'll take a gutful of lead if you don't drop the phony voice and tell me what it is you're really lookin’ for!" 
she answers, reaching under the bar and placing her shot gun in front of the fake Texan. 


"Christ, woman! Take it easy!" Axl replies nervously, holding out the palms of his hands in a ‘please don't shoot 
mel gesture. "I'm just looking for two friends of mine, is all. Tall, lanky blonde guy and a gypsy sort, kinda looks 
like a blood transfusion wouldn't do him no harm. They been in?" 

"Ain't no one looks like that been in all night," Aggie replies frostily and Axl nods at her. 

"Ok then," he says as he slides off the stool and walks backwards to the door. "Thank you for your help!" and 
he slips out of the bar, crossing the street to re-join Slash and Steven who have quite clearly ignored his 
instructions to climb through the back window of the joint. 

"They're not in there!" he tells them. "Aggie threatened to shoot me so | hightailed it!" 


"Whaddya mean, they're not in there?" Slash asks, looking bewildered. 


‘| mean, THEY'RE NOT IN THERE!" Axl yells frustratedly in his face. "What the fuck do you think | mean?" he 
adds disgruntedly. 


"So they just upped and vanished then?" Slash enquires, looking even more bewildered. 
"Maybe they got abducted by aliens!" Steven interjects excitedly. 
Axl sighs and pinches the bridge of his nose. 


"Stevie," he intones slowly, "I sincerely believe that all and any extra terrestrial life forms simply gave up on 


this planet when the news that you were born reached them!" 
Oddly, Steven looks quite proud at this statement. 


"Well, of course they did!" he cries delightedly. "Why wouldn't they?" and Slash decides that tomorrow, he's 


going out to find new friends. To replace the lunatic ones he's lumbered with right now. 


"Look guys," he says, "this is hopeless. Let's just go home, get drunk and wait for Duff and Izzy to get back so 


we can interrogate them when they're done, ok?" 


They're interrupted by the loud squawking of a police siren and turn to see a patrol car pulling in to the kerb. 


The passenger side window rolls down and a weary looking cop pokes his head out. 
"You boys / girls / whatever the fuck you are lost?" he enquires in an equally weary sounding voice. 


"No, sir!" Slash replies smartly, barely managing to keep himself from saluting. "In fact, we were just on our 


way home." 


"Ok then, that's good!" replies the cop. "Just get a shake on before me and my buddy here decide to haul our 


asses outta these warm seats and chase you there at gunpoint!" 


The trio skedaddle, double timing it down the street without a backwards glance, Axl decidedly annoyed at being 


threatened with a gun twice in one night. 
The cop snorts and turns to his partner. 


"Dee Snider ain't lookin’ too good these days, is he? Must be all that shit rock stars are into!" he grins and 
laughs heartily as the car pulls away. 


Upstairs in Grotty's, Duff and Izzy are peering through the filthy net curtain that adorns the window and 


cackling like jack asses. 

"Fuck!" Duff snorts, "I'd give anything to have captured that on camera!" 

"Me tool" Izzy snorts back, draining the remnants of his drink and glancing at a still laughing Duff. 
"Christ!" he thinks. "He looks really hot right now!" 


Impulsively, he leans forwards and captures Duff's lips in a kiss, the blonde responding before jerking back 


suddenly in surprise. 
"Whoal" he says, "what the fuck was that?" 
Izzy pulls away. 


"Sorry," he offers sheepishly. "I shouldn't have done that. It's way too soon. Y.. you.. just looked so good. I'm 


sorry," he says again and backs away. 


Duff grabs his wrist, stares a little and then blinks. 


"That's not what | meant," he says softly, swallowing hard and leaning into Izzy's personal space. "The kiss was 
unexpected but | kinda liked it. | kinda liked it a lot," he continues and drops his eyes to Izzy's lips. 


"Do it again," he breathes and Izzy complies, leaning into him and taking his lips in a soft, sweet kiss before 
licking his way into his mouth and exploring his tongue. 


"Fuck," he whispers, "we shoulda done this a long time ago!" and he cups Duff's face, sliding one hand into his 


hair. 


Duff would agree but he's too busy getting lost in Izzy's kiss. The guy is seriously talented at this, he decides 


before sliding his arms around Izzy's waist and pulling him closer. 


"What the fuck have | just let myself in for?" he wonders and then he stops thinking when Izzy drops a hand 
and slides it under his shirt, stroking gently at the small of his back 


He stops thinking altogether when Izzy's fingers slip beneath the waistband of his jeans. 


Dust, weed and awkward moments 


Author's Notes: 
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rocks. 


Duff and Izzy are both fluent in Drunkenese. 

Which is why Izzy immediately understands Duff when he mumbles, "Cnootutgersere?" 
Translation: "Can you not put your fingers there?" 

"Sorry," Izzy murmurs, breaking the kiss and moving his hand to rest instead on Duff's hip. 


"IFs ok," Duff tells him. "Just wasn't expecting it, is all," and he takes a step back, Izzy's hand falling from his 
hip in the process. 


He pulls a bottle of cheap vodka from his inner jacket pocket and breaks it open, taking a long swig, his eyes 
still on Izzy. 


"You mind if we sit down and talk for a bit?" he asks. 

Izzy nods, feeling a little uncertain and wondering if maybe he's screwed the pooch with his roaming hand, 
Duff drops onto the battered looking sofa and a huge cloud of dust immediately engulfs him. 

"Fuck!" he sputters, “this thing hasn't been used since Aggie and Ed were teenagers!" 

Izzy chuckles and decides to join him. It results in a further storm of years old dust. 

When it settles somewhat, both of them look like refugees from Pompeii 

"Well Izzy sighs, "I'm kinda glad | didn't wear my tux now!" and Duff grins at him 

"You got any weed?" he asks. 


"| never leave home without it," Izzy replies and immediately gets to work on rolling a joint. He fires it up and 


takes two deep drags before passing it over. 


"So, should we do that ‘getting to know each other better’ thing we'd decided on?" he suggests. 


"Sure," Duff nods, "why not? I'll start!" and he exhales a cloud of smoke which mixes with the still lingering 
dust, totally obscuring his view of Izzy. And also making him cough. 


"My name's Duff. I'm tall, originally from Seattle, got a huge family, | like vodka and play bass in a band with 
four other guys who may be mentally unstable. What about you?" and he passes the joint back. 


"That was most informativel" Izzy says brightly. ‘lm Izzy, originally Jeff. l'm from Lafayette, Indiana. l'm not 
particularly tall, don't have a huge family, | play guitar, love gin and can confirm the mental instability of all 


band members|" 


"My God!" Duff declares heartily, widening his eyes to form a faux dramatic expression, "it's like I've known you 
all my lifel Now, what are your dreams for the future, Jeff from Lafayette, Indiana?" 


"Well, Duff from Seattle, in the long term, | plan to take over the world with this band of ours. And in the 
short term, | was thinking about getting a little drunk and maybe kissing you again?" Izzy replies, wafting away 
dust and smoke with a couple of flicks of his wrist. 


Duff cocks his head to one side and regards him thoughttully. 


I'm quite open to the getting drunk and taking over the world part. And since the first kiss didn't make my 


head explode and send me screaming down the street, maybe a second won't either!" he answers. 


"Ok. Drink first, sloppy kiss after!" Izzy says, raising a bottle of something that declares itself to be the finest 
gin east of Kentucky. It hasn't killed him before and most likely won't now either. 


They drink, share another joint and then Izzy leans into Duff. 

‘Im going to kiss you now," he says softly. 

‘Im going to let you," Duff murmurs back and Izzy giggles stupidly. 

‘Ive never announced to anyone before that | was going to kiss them," he whispers. 
Duff encouragingly says, "Just do it, you twit!" 

So he does. 

Its less sloppy than before. And soon gets a lot more heated. 


Without thinking, Izzy rises up and suddenly finds himself with a knee either side of Duff's thighs, effectively 
straddling him. 


"Shit! Is this ok?" he breathes and Duff nods wordlessly. 


Izzy cups his face with both hands and resumes the kiss, tongue sliding into Duffs mouth, engaging him in a 
heated duel. 


It's good. 

Really good. 

Too good. 

He's getting hard. 

This was not part of the plan. 

He pulls back, flustered and red faced, his eyes flitting downward in embarrassment. 
To find that Duff seems to be in a similar predicament. 

Well, fuck! 


He decides to concentrate on the mental image of his elderly aunt in her bath robe. On a horse. Holding her 


false teeth in her gnarly hands. 
Christ, now he wishes he hadn't. 


He slowly shifts off Duff, who has his eyes squeezed tightly shut and may well be picturing an elderly relative 


of his own. 
After a couple of moments of complete silence, Izzy risks a quick glance at him. 


"Are we ok?" he asks nervously. 


"Yeah, we're fine," Duff tells him with a shy smile, "but | think we're kinda done for tonight. Let's go thank 
Aggie for her hospitality and head home, all right?" 


They both head downstairs, Izzy high fiving Aggie and Duff checking Ed's pulse to make sure he hasn't expired 


in the last hour or so. 


The walk home takes about half an hour and Izzy's relieved to find that there's no awkwardness between them 


at all. In fact, they talk pretty much nonstop on the way about everything and nothing. 


Until they get inside and find Steven sitting on the couch completely naked, Axl and Slash on the floor, gaping 


stupidly at him. 

"| know l'm going to regret asking this," Duff intones with a weary sigh, "but what the fuck is going on here?" 
"Well," says Slash, "Steven suggested we play strip poker to pass the time until you guys got back. Then he 
remembered that he doesn't know how to play strip poker so he just decided to take all his clothes off 
instead" 

"That sounds like a perfectly normal and reasonable thing for any adult male to do," Izzy declares dryly. "Not 
Axl gets up, narrows his eyes, approaches Duff and Izzy and starts sniffing both of them. 

"You smell of dust and weed," he says accusingly. "Did you have sex?" 

"DID WE WHAT?" Duff squeaks, looking utterly appalled. 

"Since when does sex smell of dust and weed?" Slash enquires curiously. Really, what kind of sex is Axl having? 
| hope you two got whatever this is out of your system tonight," Axl states primly as he turns back to Duff 
and Izzy, "and that there will be no more ‘dates' or further stupidity that puts the band at risk. I'm going to 
bed. Here's your blanket, Iz. You might want to get it cleaned. Steven rolled around in it for a bit after he got 
naked." 

Izzy stares after a departing Axl. And then stares at the blanket. 

Duff's convinced they've all finally entered the Twilight Zone. 

Steven glows with hairiness and nudity. 

Slash does what he does best in these kind of situations. Namely, getting drunk. 

Upstairs, Axl slams his bedroom door shut. 

And then he starts preparing to interrogate Izzy as soon as the fucker comes to bed. 

He has tasked Slash with doing the same to Duff. 


Together, they'll be unstoppable. 


Whereas with Stevie, they'd be unstable. 


The Emily Dickinson Threat 
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Izzy's still wondering what the hell just happened when Duff gives a weary sigh and announces he's going to 
bed because life as he knows it just got a little bit weirder and he can't be assed trying to figure it out right 
now. 

"But you can't!" Slash squawks as he shoots to his feet, a panicked look on his face. 

Duff blinks. Now he can't go to bed? Why the fuck not? 

"You can't," Slash continues, "because |.. er.. |. need to use the bathroom and | know you like to brush your 
teeth and your hair before going to bed but | need to pee first so just wait til I'm done! Ok?" and with that he 
dashes out of the room and flees upstairs. 

Duff and Izzy stare in his wake and then shrug resignedly. 

Steven grins hugely at both of them. 

"So, did you guys like my distraction technique?" he asks. 


If you're referring to your nudity, then no," Izzy retorts, "I can't say that we did." 


"Ah, c'mon guys! They were all for ambushing you as soon as you came through the door and the only thing | 
could think to do was get naked and roll around in the blanket!" Steven tells them. 


He looks a little crestfallen. 

"Stevie," says Duff, "for future reference, there is NO situation in the world that can be made better by you 
taking your clothes off. | appreciate you trying to help out and all but you're incredibly hairy and l'm now 
permanently scarred.” 


Izzy nods his agreement and offers his own thanks to their well meaning friend. 


‘Suit yourselves," Steven huffs, crossing his arms over his chest. "It worked, though," he mumbles 


disgruntedly. 


"Since | don't give a shit about my teeth or my hair, I'm going to bed now," Izzy states. "See you in the 
morning, Duff. Stevie, please put your clothes back on. And kindly burn my blanket at the nearest incinerator 


tomorrow." 


He trudges to the stairs and climbs it, making his way towards the room he shares with Axl. Opening the door, 
he's surprised to find the light on and the window wide open. 


"You took your sweet fucking time," comes a haughty voice. 

He's a little startled until he spots Axl sat on the floor between the two mattresses they refer to as beds. 
"Gotta say, its been a while since someone waited up for mel" he offers brightly. "Can | look forward to being 
greeted so cheerfully every time | come to bed from now on? Cos | kinda like it!" and he throws himself onto 


the mattress nearest to the window. 


The damn thing is so ancient, he doesn't bounce in the slightest. He sighs, sits up, kicks off his boots and then 
flops onto his back. 


"Night, John Boy!" he chuckles and closes his eyes. 

Axl is not amused. 

He conveys this by flinging a sock at Izzy's head. Who retaliates by flinging it right back. 
Now Axl is downright seething. 


"Izzy," he snarls, "you're gonna sit the fuck up and tell me what happened tonight. If you don't, I'll recite Emily 
Dickinson poetry in your fucking ear until dawn. Loudly." 


This is not a threat. Its a promise and Izzy knows it. 

Not that he's got anything against Emily Dickinson and her works. Woman had an odd fascination with death 
that both intrigued and terrified him. This doesn't mean he wants to listen to Axl wax on about how she 
couldn't stop for death so it kindly stopped for her and so forth. He sits up and glares at his friend. 

"What do you want to know?" he asks, lighting up a smoke and exhaling through his nostrils. 

"Where did you two go? What did you do?" Axl demanas. 


"You know where we went!" lzzy scoffs, "you followed us!" 


Axl gapes. 


"You saw us?" he asks incredulously. 


"Oh, please! Slash's hair was visible from fucking space! I'm surprised air traffic didn't have to be re-routed!" 
Izzy replies testily. 


Axl purses his lips and nods. 


"Ok, so we weren't exactly subtle," he agrees, "but when | went in the bar there was no sign of either of you. 


Where the fuck did you go?" 

"Aggie offered us her upstairs living room. Which is dustier than an old coal mine and has a window that looks 
right out onto the street. We saw you three idiots get chased off by the cops and yes, we laughed our asses 
off. Then we drank, talked and | kissed Duff. Twice! Then we came home to what was frankly a scene right out 
of the ‘How to be a Successful Lunatic IOl! handbook and now l'm talking to you. Does that answer all your 
questions or are you gonna start in on some Gerard Manley Hopkins now?" Izzy snarls. 

Axl gapes again. 

"You kissed him? What the fuck were you thinking? Christ! This is the beginning of the endl" he wails. 

"Shut up, you drama queen" Izzy snorts, "and go to sleep!" 

‘| can't sleep now! | just can't!" Axl wails on. 

"Have you tried hanging upside down from the rafters?" Izzy rejoins. "| understand that's how most creatures 
of evil sleep!" and with that he stubs out his cigarette, lays down, turns his face to the wall, closes his eyes 
and clamps both hands over his ears. 


He's not listening to anything more that Axl might have to say. Or recite. 


Meanwhile, Duff has gained access to the bathroom and has finished brushing his teeth and hair. Humming 
softly, he heads for his broom closet and groans loudly when he finds Slash sitting on his bed. 


"Fuck off," he breathes, "please fuck off!" 
"That's no way to greet a friend," Slash huffs, "especially one who has come bearing gifts!" 


He produces a bottle of vodka and throws it to Duff who catches it neatly and examines the label. 


"You're giving me a gift from my own stash? How kind of you, you thieving bastard!" he exclaims before 


dropping onto the bed and eyeing Slash warily. 


"How long did it take you to get that shit out of your hair?" he asks, cracking open the bottle and taking a 


defeated slug. 

Slash knows there's no point in lying. 

"Two hours," he answers. "Two whole fucking hours. So, | take it you guys spotted us then?" 
Duff glances at him. 


"Yeah," he says wearily, "we spotted you. But then, it's not hard to spot three idiots who look like they just 
teleported in fresh from Planet Mad Bastards." 


Slash chuckles and scratches his chin. 
"Wanna tell me how your date went?" he asks. 


Duff hesitates for a second or two before giving up and filling his friend in. Not on the Izzy climbing on his lap 
part though. That will remain strictly between them and them alone. 


"You kissed? No fucking way!" Slash says, his eyes huge. "What was it like?" 
Again, Duff hesitates before saying, "Different, but good different" 
Slash doesn't know whether he's intrigued or appalled. Or both. 


"Wow!" he states. "I thought you guys were just yankin' our chain with this date stuff! Do you really think you 


and Izzy are gonna have, like, a relationship?" 


"| don't know," Duff answers, "I really don't know, Slash. | gotta figure some stuff out in my head first before | 
make any decisions. Which means | need to sleep on it for now so would you be a dear and get out?" 


Slash grins at him. 

"Sure thing!" he yells, leaping up and heading for the door. 

"G'night, Duffers! Sweet dreams!" he calls out as he closes the door. 

Standing in the hall, he thinks, “Shit just got real, man!" and he saunters to the room he shares with Steven 


He wonders just what exactly Axl will do with this information when they share it in the morning. 


Reverse psychology, pilfered breakfasts and butt sex 
wishes! 


Happy Saturday one and alll l'm fully ready for a girl's night out with my three sisters and will most likely be 


unable to talk without throwing up tomorrow! 


Its either late morning or early afternoon the next day when Axl wakes from a somewhat troubled sleep. He 
takes a quick glance around and finds himself alone. Great! Perhaps Izzy got up early to further his budding 
relationship with Duff, he thinks. Either that or the fucker has taken off on one of his mysterious ‘| could tell 
you but then I'd have to kill you' jaunts. 

Sighing, he climbs off his mattress and pulls on his jeans. Then he tiptoes his way to Slash's room and is most 
annoyed to find him still asleep. To rectify this unsatisfactory situation, he wallops his unconscious friend 
across the face. 

Slash shoots up, glancing around madly in complete astonishment. 

"Hey! You're awakel” Axl cries jovially, "let's talk!" and he plonks his ass down on the bed. 


"Did you just hit me in the face?" Slash asks, his countenance a mask of sleepy bewilderment. 


"No," Axl replies nonchalantly, "why would | do something like that? Now, what are we gonna do about Duff and 
Izzy?" 


Slash stares at him. He's sure the fucker slapped him. His left cheek is smarting and he knows he's not in the 
habit of beating himself up in his sleep. He reaches for his cigarettes and shakes one out of the pack, lighting 
it up and exhaling right in Axl's face. 

"Fuck you and the horse you rode in on," he spits petulantly. 

Axl regards him with a prim expression and then leans right into his face. 


‘Izzy kissed Duff. Fucking kissed him. On the fucking lips. With his fucking mouth," he imparts in a grave tone. 


"Well, thank you for the clarification, Axll And all these years, | thought kissing someone meant poking them in 
the stomach with a switchblade," is Slash's overly sarcastic reply. 


"Ha-fucking-ha, dickhead!" Axl grumbles, "seriously, what the hell are we going to do?" 


"For starters, you're gonna stop belting me awake. And then maybe you'll realise that you're going about this 
whole thing in the worst way possible," answers Slash. "You know as well as | do that telling Izzy he can't say, 
think, do or screw something is completely pointless. He's just gonna say, think, do or screw that something 
with added effort in an attempt to piss you off even more." 


Axl ponders these sage words for a moment. 


"My God! You're right!" he gasps. "All we've been doing is encouraging him when we should have been using 


reverse psychology instead!" 


Slash wonders who this ‘we' is. Also, he's not familiar with reverse psychology. Knowing he's going to regret it, 


he asks for an explanation. 

Axl leaps up and begins pacing the floor, gesticulating wildly with a rapturous look on his face. 

"You're a fucking genius, Slash!" he declares delightedly. "We need to make Izzy think that we're all for him and 
Duff getting together! Oh, this is going to be brilliant! Get up! We gotta go find him!" and he races to the door, 
still talking a mile a minute. He falters slightly when he notices that Slash hasn't moved at all. 


"What are you waiting for? A fucking hand written invitation?" he asks in a perplexed tone. 


"| have no idea what's happening," Slash replies, "and also, I'm butt naked so get the fuck out while | put some 


clothes on" 
Axl nods and exits the room. 
When Slash opens the door a few minutes later, he finds himself nose to nose with an irate looking red head. 


"What took you so long?" the singer complains. "It's not like you've got a massive wardrobe of clothing to go 
through!" and he turns on his heel, marching smartly to the stairs. "Hurry up, you idiot!" he calls impatiently. 


Slash sighs and briefly wonders if he should put an ad in the paper that reads: ‘Wanted. Sane people that | can 
live with. Call me on the phone | don't have. Lots of love, Slash: 


Getting downstairs, they enter the kitchen to find Steven, Duff and Izzy enjoying a pilfered-from-the- 
neighbours breakfast. 


This breakfast pilfering thing has become a semi-regular occurrence. Basically, Steven goes round the 
neighbours houses, knocks to see if they're in and then jimmies a window to raid their refrigerators and 
cupboards if they're not. On the odd occasions that they actually are home, Steven simply says Hil", tells them 
that he's just dropping by to make sure they're still alive and then merrily fucks off to try his luck 
elsewhwere. The local cops are totally baffled by the ‘Bacon Burglar’ and his exploits. 


"Good morning, friends!" Axl yells with a huge smile. 
Izzy is immediately on his guard, Duff is bewildered and Steven is downright terrified. 


"Eggs!" he cries hurriedly, "| got eggs and bacon and toast if you're hungry, Axl! Please don't thump me! 


Please!" 

"| wasn't going to," Axl replies, looking a tad mystified. 

"You're off the hook, Stevie," Slash tells him. "He already got his daily wallop in on my face." 

"Oh thank God!" Steven breathes and gets up to prepare two plates of eggs and bacon for the latecomers. 
Axl slides onto the seat next to Izzy and beams at him. 

"How ya doin’, pal?" he enquires. 

Izzy blinks at him. 

‘I'm disturbed," he replies honestly, "what's with the fuckin’ cheery friend act?" 


"Well," says Axl, "I've come to realise that Slash has been an utter bastard with his treatment of you and 
Duff recently." 


Slash stares. 

"l. lm the bastard?" he stutters uncomprehendingly, pointing at himself in disbelief. 

Axl gives him a pointed ‘shut the fuck up’ glare. 

"Yes," he continues, turning back to look at Izzy, “and we've had a full and frank discussion about his appalling 
behaviour. From now on, you and Duff have his full support in all your endeavours. As well as mine. | wish you 


both hours and hours of tender, loving butt sex and eternal happiness together!" and he raises his coffee cup 


to toast his friends. 

Izzy's jaw drops. 

Steven breaks half a dozen eggs. 
Slash whimpers. 


Duff forgets that he's got food in his mouth and inhales sharply. 


This results in him almost choking to death and none of his friends attempting to heimlech him. 
Somewhere in the far recesses of his mind, the Twilight Zone theme tune starts playing. 


What the actual fuck? 


